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The  History  of  Henrie  the  fourth 


INTRODUCTION 

Date 

Henry  IV.  is  mentioned  by  Meres  in  his  Palladis  Tam'ta  of 
1 598  :  this  is  the  earliest  contemporary  reference,  and  there  can 
be  little  doubt  but  that  the  composition  must  be  referred  to  1596 
or  1597,  preferably  the  latter.  Internal  evidence  shows  that 
both  in  diction  and  general  mastery  of  his  subject  the  dramatist 
has  advanced  far  beyond  the  powers  displayed  in  such  work  as 
Richard  II.  and  King  John. 

Source 

Shakespeare  relies  almost  entirely  on  the  Chronicles  of  Hall 
and  Holinshed:  there  are  certain  deviations,  and  one  or  two 
errors,  of  which  the  principal  is  the  confusion  between  Edward 
Mortimer,  second  son  of  the  third  Earl  of  March,  and  his  nephew 
the  fifth  Earl  of  March.  In  order  to  heighten  the  dramatic  effect, 
the  ages  of  Hotspur  and  Prince  Henry  are  treated  as  similar :  in 
reality,  Hotspur  was  approaching  the  period  of  middle  age  and 
his  dramatic  rival  was  a  mere  boy.  In  nearly  all  other  respects, 
however,  the  historical  incidents  are  correct,  nor  are  they  ever 
thrown  out  of  perspective.  The  chronicle  play  entitled  The 
Famous  Victories  of  Henry  V.  may  have  provided  some  hints, 
but  its  influence  is,  in  this  play  at  any  rate,  entirely  confined  to 
the  Falstaff  plot:  thus  for  instance  there  is  in  the  old  play  a  scene 
of  crude,  simple  humour  in  which  two  of  the  characters  repeat 
the  scene  in  which  Henry  the  Prince  gives  the  Chief  Justice  a 
box  on  the  ear,  and  this  may  have  furnished  Shakespeare  with 
the  bare  idea  of  the  amusing  burlesque  anticipation  by  the  Prince 
and  FalstafF  of  the  scene  where  the  King  rebukes  his  son. 
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The  Play 

This  is  certainly  the  most  wonderful  and  striking  of  Shake- 
speare's series  of  Historical  plays :  the  material  was  more 
adaptable  for  dramatic  purposes,  and  he  took  full  advantage 
of  his  opportunities.  The  serious  portion  rises  at  times  to 
tragic  intensity,  the  interest  is  maintained  throughout,  and  the 
poetry  is  full  of  fire  and  beauty.  The  comedy  element  is 
cleverly  and  naturally  connected  with  the  main  plot,  and  the 
whole  conception  of  the  scheme  may  be  put  down  as  Shake- 
speare's own.  His  predecessors  had  either,  as  Marlowe, 
eliminated  the  comedy  of  low  life  from  the  historical  play,  or 
as  Peele,  had  made  their  work  a  string  of  detached  incidents. 
The  fiery,  impetuous  Hotspur  is  a  wonderful  creation :  every 
speech  is  in  character,  and  nothing  is  wanted  to  complete  the 
picture.  The  Prince  is,  of  course,  intended  as  a  contrast  in 
many  ways  :  his  explanation  of  his  conduct  in  Act  I.  sc.  ii.  is, 
no  doubt,  a  psychological  blunder.  But  the  intention  is 
obviously  to  show  that  he  emerges  unspotted  and  unstained  from 
the  very  mixed  company  with  which  he  associates,  and  gains 
much  practical  wisdom.  He  represents  the  happy  mean  between 
Hotspur,  with  his  thoughts  of  '  plucking  bright  honour  from  the 
pale-faced  moon,'  etc.,  and  Falstaff,  who,  with  his  blunted  and 
sensual  conceptions,  cannot  look  at  honour  otherwise  than  as  at 
1  a  mere  scutcheon.'  The  play  is  so  rich  in  characterisation 
that  it  is  useless  to  attempt  to  survey  all  the  gems  to  be  found  : 
but  the  subtle  creation  of  the  King,  the  half-mystic,  half- 
humorous  Owen  Glendower,  and  the  selfish,  mean-spirited 
Worcester,  cannot  fail  to  attract  the  reader.  Falstaff  is  Shake- 
speare's greatest  comic  character ;  and  it  is  in  I  Henry  IV,  that 
the  fat  knight's  humour  is  at  its  highest  and  best :  it  is  a  humour 
of  *  his  own,  compounded  of  many  simples,  extracted  from  many 
objects,'  and  it  is  this,  combined  with  his  extraordinary  resource- 
fulness, that  makes  him  unique  among  Elizabethan  comic 
portraits. 

The  Text 

No  less  than  six  Quarto  editions  appeared  before  the  publication 
of  the  First  Folio,  their  dates  being  respectively  1598,  1599,  1604, 
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1608,  1613,  and  1622:  this,  in  itself,  forms  an  interesting 
indication  of  the  popularity  of  the  play.  The  differences  between 
the  Quartos  are  comparatively  trivial;  and  the  later  editions  are, 
in  fact,  nothing  but  reprints  of  the  first.  The  Folio  appears  to 
have  taken  the  reprint  of  16 13  as  its  model:  but  substantially 
the  First  Quarto  is  as  satisfactory  as  any  of  the  other  texts.  The 
Folio  has  a  few  changes  in  which  there  is  occasionally  an  obvious 
improvement  or  correction  :  but  often  the  change  is  for  the  worse. 
There  are  very  few  defective  or  obscure  passages  in  the  Quarto 
and  the  three  principal  ones  are  left  unaltered  in  the  Folio :  an 
excellent  instance  of  an  alteration  made  for  the  better  occurs  in 
IV.  i.  126—7,  where  Vernon  says  F.  version — 

*  I  learned  in  Worcester  as  I  rode  along 
He  cannot  draw  his  Power  this  fourteen  days. 
Doivg.  That's  the  worst  Tidings  that  I  heare  of  yet.9 

The  first  four  Quartos  have  can  for  cannot  and  /'/  for  yet,  which 
are  clearly  wrong. 

Most  of  the  mistakes  in  the  early  Quartos  are  probably  due  to 
printers'  errors  and  carelessness :  and,  as  has  been  said,  though 
some  of  these  were  corrected  in  the  later  ones  and  in  the  Folio, 
other  ones  made  their  appearance.  The  First  Quarto  was  probably 
made  from  an  authentic  manuscript  :  the  comparatively  few 
corrupt  passages  and  the  triviality  of  the  errors  forbid  the  supposi- 
tion that  the  text  was  obtained  by  the  shorthand  method  by  a  clerk 
who  merely  attended  a  performance.  Though  Quarto  II.  boasts 
on  its  title-page  that  it  had  been  newly  corrected  by  Shakespeare, 
this  is  certainly  improbable,  as  Shakespeare's  interest  was  directly 
against  the  publication  of  his  plays.  Such  publications,  besides 
giving  people  the  opportunity  of  reading  the  play  instead  of 
witnessing  it,  would  have  facilitated  the  production  by  other 
companies  :  the  law  of  copyright  and  of  ownership  of  plays  had 
little  force  among  the  Elizabethan  companies  ;  and  the  numerous 
allusions  to  Hotspur  and  Falstaff,  etc.,  in  contemporary  literature 
show  what  a  popular  play  Henry  IV. ,  Part  I.,  must  have  proved. 
The  text  was  probably  obtained  from  a  humble  member  of  the 
company,  whose  interest  in  the  fortunes  of  his  fellow-actors  was 
a  small  one,  and  could  be  overcome  by  a  practical  inducement. 
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PERSONS   REPRESENTED. 

(*  is  put  when  a  character  is  mute.) 

KING  HENRY  THE  FOURTH,  I.li,p.  i ;  iii.i,  p.  10;  Ill.ii.i.p.  5o;  V.i.i,  p.  72  ; 
iii.i,  p.  81 ;  iv.i,  p.  86. 

PRINCE  OF  WALES, 


1  Sons  [ La*  P'  4J  IL"'3,  p-  2i;  ivi>  p-  28;  ni-iLl 
I    to   J        ''•So;  iii.87,  p.  57  ;  IV.ii.45,  P-  66 ;  V.i.3, 

j  the  1         72  I  "-138,  p.  80  ;  iii.s,  p.  81 ;  iv.17,  p.  87. 
,JKinslv.iiL4,p.8x. 

j-I.i.34,  p.  3;  IV.ii.5o,j 
-j  I.iii.70,  p.  12;  III.H.1 
\        V.ii.101,  p.  79. 


Lord  JOHN  0/  Lancaster, 

Earle  of  Westmorland,  \  0f  the  rl.i.34,  p.  2 ;  IV.ii.50,  p.  66. 
67r  WALTER  BLUNT,  W^\  Ii"  70,  p.  12 ;  III.ii.163,  p.  54 

Sir  JOHN  FALSTAFFEA 


POINES, 

GADSHILL, 

PETO, 

BARDOLL, 

Earle  of  Northumberland, 
Earle  of  Worcester, 


HARRY  PERC1E  (HOTSPUR) . 

Lord  MORTIMER, 
OWEN  GLENDOWER, 
Earl  of  DOUGLAS 

Sir  RICHARD  VERNON, 
Archbishop  of  Yorke, 
Sir  Mighell, 


Irregular 
humorists 


fl.ii.i,  p.  4;  II.H.4,  P-  21;  II.iv.107,  P-  31; 
III.iii.i,  p.  55;  IV.ii.i,  p.  64;  V.i.28, 
p.  73 ;  ii.129,  *>•  80 ;  iii.75,  p.  83. 

I.ii.106,  p.  7 ;  Il.ii.i,  p.  21 ;  iv.3,  p.  28. 

II.i.30,  p.  19;  ii.45,  p.  22. 

II.ii.58,  p.  23;  iv.289,  p.  35. 

II.ii.49,  P«  23;  iv.164,  p.  32;  III.iU.ix,  p. 
55;  IV.ii.4,p.  64. 

fl.iii.14,  p.  10. 

I.iii.io,  p.  10;  III.i.ni,p.  45;  IV.i.21, 
p.  61 ;  iii.2,  p.  67  ;  V.i.22,  p.  72; 
ii.i,  p.  76;  iv.u,  p.  87. 

I.iii  29,  p.  n;  II. iii.i,  p.  24;  III. 1.3, 
p.  42 ;  iy.i.i,  p.  60  ;  iii.i,  p.  67 ; 
V.ii.27,  p.  77 ;  iii.59,  p.  83. 

Ill.i.i,  p.  42. 
III.i.6,  p.  42. 
IV.L10,  p.  60;  iii.2,  p.  67;  V.ii.31,  p. 

77  ;  »"-25,  P-  82. 
IV.i.87,  p.  63 ;  iii.2,  p.  67. 
IV.iv.i,  p.  70. 
\IV.iv.6,  p.  70. 
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King 


Perfons  Reprefented. 


Lady  PERCY,  II.iii.36,  p.  25  ;  III.i.228,  p.  48. 

Lady  MORTIMER,  III.L19S,  p.  48. 

Hostesse  aUICKLY,  II.iv.268,  p.  35  ;  III.iii.50,  p.  56. 

Two  Carriers,  Il.i.i,  p.  18  ;  iv.486,  p.  41  (one  only). 

Ostler,  II.i.4,  p.  18. 

Chamberlain,  II.i.46,  p.  19. 

Trauailers,  II.ii.73,  p.  23. 

Servant,  II.iii.65,  p.  26. 

Drawer,  II.iv.35,  p.  29. 

Vintner,  II.iv.76,  p.  30. 

Sheriffe,  II.iv.482,  p.  41. 

Lords,  Li.,* p.  1;  iii.,*  p.  10;  Ill.ii.,*  p.  50;  V.iv.,*  p.  8< 

Messengers,  IV.i.14,  p.  61 ;  V.ii.80,  p.  79  ;  V.ii.89,  p.  79. 


NOTICE 

In  the  Text,  black  type  (Clarendon  or  Sans-serif)  is  used 
for  all  emendations  and  insertions. 

When  a  Quarto  reading  is  corrected  by  the  First  Folio  or 
another  Quarto,  a  mark  (*,  f,  J,  §)  is  set  in  such  reading. 

In  the  Notes  « Q  !  means  the  First  Quarto,  1 598,  from 
which  the  Play  is  edited.  '  F '  means  the  First  Folio  of 
1623.  F2,  the  Second  Folio  of  1632  (whose  emendations  are 
not  treated  as  Shakspere's). 

%  in  the  Text,  means  that  the  speaker  turns  and  speaks  to 
a  fresh  person. 

Words  having  now  a  different  stress  to  the  Elizabethan, 
are  generally  accented,  for  the  reader's  convenience,  as  *  exile ' 
&c.  When  -ed  final  is  pronounst  as  a  separate  syllable,  the 
e  is  printed  e. 
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THE   HISTORIE  OF 

Henry  the  fourth. 

ABus  Primus.     Sccena  Prima.* 
London.    The  Palace. 

Enter  the  King,  Lord  Iohn  of  Lancaster,  Earle  of 
Westmerland,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  with  others. 

King. 

SO  fhaken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  care, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 
And  breath  fhort  winded  accents  of  new  broiles 
To  be  commence  in  ftronds  afar  remote.  4. 

No  more  the  thirfty  entrance  of  this  foile 
Shal  dawbe  her  lips  with  her  own  childrens  bloud  j 
No  more  mall  trenching  war  channel  her  fields, 
Nor  bruife  her  flourets  with  the  armed  hoofes  8 

Of  hoftile  paces  :  thofe  oppoied  eies, 
Which,  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heauen, 
Al  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubflance  bred, 
Did  lately  meete  in  the  inteftine  fhocke  1% 

And  furious  clofe  of  ciuill  butcherie, 
Shall  now,  in  mutuall  welbefeeming  rankes, 
March  all  one  way  5  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Againft  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allyes  :  16 

The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill  iheathed  knife, 
No  more  fhall  cut  his  maifter.    Therefore,  friends, 
As  far  as  to  the  fepulcher  of  ChriJt, 

(Whofe  foldiour  now,  vnder  whole  bleffed  croffe  ao 

We  are  imprelfed  and  ingag'd  to  fight.) 
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Sirnamed  Hot-spvrre.  F. 

*  Actus  Primus.  Sccena  Prima.] 
F. 
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Forthwith  a  power  of  Engli/h  fhall  we  leauy  j 

Whofe  armes  were  moulded  in  their  mothers  wombe, 

To  chafe  thefe  pagans  in  thofe  holy  fields,  24 

Ouer  whofe  acres  walkt  thofe  blelTed  feet, 

Which,  1400.  yeares  ago,  were  naild, 

For  our  aduantage,  on  the  bitter  croffe. 

But  this  our  purpofe  now  is  twelue  month  old,  28 

And  bootelefle  tis  to  tell  you  we  wil  go : 

Therefore  we  meet  not  nowe.     U  Then  let  me  heare 

Of  you,  my  gentle  Cofen  Wejlmerland, 

What  yefternight  our  Counfell  did  decree,  32 

In  forwarding  this  deere  expedience. 

IVeJl.  My  Liege,  this  hafte  was  hot  in  queftion, 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  fet  down 
But  yefternight :  when,  all  athwart,  there  came  36 

A  poft  from  Wales,  loden  with  heauy  newes  5 
Whofe  worft  was  :  that  the  noble  Mortimer 
(Leading  the  men  of  Herfordihire  to  fight 
Againft  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendower)  40 

Was,  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  IVelchman,  taken, 
A  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered  5 
Vpon  whofe  dead  corpes  *  there  was  fuch  mifufe, 
Such  beaftly,  fhamelefTe  transformation,  44 

By  thofe  Welch-women  done,  as  may  not  be 
(Without  much  fhame)  retould,  or  fpoken  of. 

King.  It  feemes,  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  broile 
Brake  off  our  bufineffe  for  the  Holy  Land.  48 

Weft.  This,  matcht  with  other,  did,  my  gratious  Lord; 
For  more  vneuen  and  vnwelcome  newes 
Came  from  the  North ;  and  thus  it  did  import : 
On  Holly  Rode  day,  the  gallant  Hot/pur  there,  52 

(Yong  Harry  Percy,)  and  braue  Archibold, 
That  euer  valiant  and  approued  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  met, 

Where  they  did  fpend  a  fad  and  bloudy  houre ;  $6 

As,  by  difcharge  of  their  artillery, 
And  fhape  of  likelihood,  the  newes  was  told : 
For  he  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  heat 

39.  Herfordshire\  Herdforshire  Q.         !  corpes  =  corpses. 
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Henrie  the  fourth.     (Parti.) 

And  pride  of  their  contention,  did  take  horfe,  60 

Vncertaine  of  the  iffue  any  way. 

King,  [points  to  BLUNT]  Here  is  a*  deere,  a  true  induftrious 
friend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horfe, 
Staind  with  the  variation  of  each  foile,  64 

Betwixt  that  Holmedon  and  this  feat  of  oursj 
And  he  hath  brought  vs  fmothe  and  welcom  newes. 
The  Earle  of  Douglas  is  difcomfited : 

Ten  thoufand  bould  Scots,  two  and  twenty  knights,  68 

Balkt x  in  their  own  bloud,  did  Sir  Walter  fee 
On  Holmedons  plaines :  of  prifoners,  Hotfpur  tooke 
Mordake  Earle  of  Fife,  and  eldeft  fonne 

To  beaten  Douglas;  and  the  Earle  of  Athol,  72 

Of  Murrey,  Angus,  and  Menteith : 
And  is  not  this  an  honorable  fpoile  ? 
A  gallant  prize  r     Ha,  coofen,  is  it  not  ? 

Weft.  In  faith,  76 

It  is  a  conqueft  for  a  Prince  to  boaft  of ! 

King.  Yea,  there  thou  makft  me  fad,  and  makfl  me  iinne 
In  enuy,  that  my  Lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  father  to  fo  bleft  a  fonne  :  80 

A  fonne,  who  is  the  theame  of  Honors  tongue : 
Amongft  a  groue,  the  very  ftraighteft  plant ; 
"Who  is  fweet  Fortunes  minion  and  her  pride : 
Whilft  I,  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him,  84 

See  ryot  and  dishonour  ftaine  the  brow 
Of  my  young  Harry  !    O  that  it  could  be  prou'd 
That  fome  night  tripping  fairy  had  exchang'd, 
In  cradle  clothes,  our  children  where  they  lay,  88 

And  cald  mine  '  Percy  ',  his  *  Plantagenet ' ! 
Then  would  I  haue  his  Harry,  and  he  mine  : 
But  let  him  from  my  thoughts  ! — What  think  you,  coofe, 
Of  this  young  Percies  pride?     The  prifoners,  92 

Which  he  in  his  aduenture  hath  furprizd, 
To  his  own  vfe,  he  keepes  ;  and  fends  me  word, 
I  fhal  haue  none  but  Mordake  Earle  of  Fife. 

Weft.  This  is  his  vncles  teaching  !     This  is  Worcejler,     96 

♦62.  a]  Q3.  71.  Earle  of  Fife.    See  note. 

1  balkt,  heaped  up. 

\  [I.  i.  60-96. 
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Maleuolent  to  you  in  all  afpe&s ; 

Which  makes  him  prune  himfelfe,  and  brittle  vp 

The  creft  of  youth  again  ft  your  dignity  ! 

King.  But  I  haue  fent  for  him  to  anfwere  this  5  too- 

And,  for  this  caufe,  a  while  we  rauft  neglect 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  Ierufalem. 

Coofen,  on  Wednefday  next  our  Councel  we  wil  hold 
At  Wind/ore ;  fo  informe  the  Lords  !  104 

But  come  your  felfe  with  fpeed  to  vs  againe  3 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done, 
Then  out  of  anger  can  be  vttered. 

Weft.  I  will,  my  Liege.  [Exeunt.     108 


Actus  Primus.      Scama  Secunda* 

London.    The  Princes  Lodgings 

Enter  Prince  of  Wales,  and  Sir  Iohn  Falstaffe. 

Falft.  Now,  Hal !  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  ? 

Prince.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted,  with  drinking  of  olde  facke, 
and  vnbuttoning  thee  after  fupper,  and  fleeping  vpon  benches 
after  noone,  that  thou  haft  forgotten  to  demaunde  that  [4 
truelie  which  thou  wouldeft  trulie  knowe.  What  a  diuell  haft 
thou  to  do  with  the  '  time  of  the  daie '  ?  Vnles  houres  were 
cups  of  facke,  and  minutes  capons,  and  clockes  the  tongues  of 
Baudes,  and  Dialles  the  (ignes  of  leaping  houfes,  and  the  [8 
blefled  funne  himfelfe  a  faire  hot  wench  in  flame-couloured 
tafTata,  I  fee  no  reafon  why  thou  fhouldft  be  fo  fuperfluous  to 
demaunde  the  •  time  of  the  day  \  11 

Falft.  Indeede,  you  come  neere  me  nowe,  Hal;  for  wee 
that  take  purfes,  go  by  the  moone  and  the  feuen  ftars, 
and  not  by  Phoebus,  he,  '  that  wandring  knight  fo  faire  \> 
And,  I  prethe,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  a  king,  as  God 
faue  thy  Grace ! — '  Maieftie ',  I  mould  fay,  for  '  grace '  thou 
wilt  haue  none,  ...  17 

Prince.  What !  none  ? 


*  Scana  Secunda.]  F. 

1  A  quotation,  Steevens  conjec- 
tured, from  a  ballad  upon  the  hero 
I.  i.  97-108  j  ii.  1-18.] 


of  a  Spanish  romance,  entitled  El 
Donzel  del  Phebo. 
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Falfl.  No,  by  my  troth !  not  fo  much  as  will  feme  to  bee 
prologue  to  an  egge  and  butter. 

Prin.  Wei,  how  then?  come!  roundly,  roundly  !  21 

Falji.  Marry,  then,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king,  let  not 
vs  that  are  fquiers  of  the  Nights  bodie,  bee  called  theeues  of 
the  Daies  beauty:  let  vs  be  '  Dianaes  Forrefters  ',  c  Gentlemen 
of  the  Shade  ',  '  Minions  of  the  Moone '  j  and  let  men  [25 
fay  wee  be  men  of  good  gouernement  j  being  gouerned,  as 
the  fea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chaft  miftreife  the  Moone, 
vnder  whofe  countenaunce  we  fteale.  28 

Prince.  Thou  faieft  well,  and  it  holds  wel  too*  -,  for  the 
fortune  of  vs  that  are  the  Moones  men,  doth  ebbe  and  flow 
like  the  fea,  being  gouerned,  as  the  fea  is,  by  the  Moone.  As 
for  proofe,  now  :  a  purfe  of  gold  moft  refolutely  fnatcht  [32 
on  Munday  night,  and  moft  diffolutely  fpent  on  Tuefday 
morning ;  got  with  fwearing  ( Lay  by ',  and  fpent  with 
crying  '  Bring  in '  5  now  in  as  low  an  ebbe  as  the  foot  of  the 
ladder,  and  by  and  by  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ridge  of  the 
gallowes.  37 

Falfl.  By  the  Lord !  thou  faift  true,  lad !  And  is  not  my 
hofteife  of  the  tauerne  a  moft  fweet  wench  ? 

Prin.  As  the  hony  of  Hibla,  my  old  lad  of  the  caftle !  and 
is  not  a  buffe  Ierkin  a  moft  fweet  robe  of  durance?  41 

Falfl.  How  now,  how  nowe,  mad  wag!  what!  in  thy 
quips  and  thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  haue  I  to  doe  with 
'  a  buffe  Ierkin  '  ?  44 

Prince.  Why,  what  a  poxe  haue  I  to  do  with  '  my  hofteffe 
of  the  tauerne  '  ? 

Falfl.  Well,  thou  haft  cald  her  to  a  reckoning,  many  a 
time  and  oft.  48 

Prince.  Did  I  euer  call  for  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

Falfl.  No !  ile  giue  thee  thy  due  j  thou  haft  paid  all  there. 

Prin.  Yea,  and  elfe  where,  fo  far  as  my  coine  would 
ftretch;  and,  where  it  would  not,  I  haue  vfed  my  credit.     52 

Falfl.  Yea,  and  fo  ■  vs'd '  it,  that,  were  it  not  here  apparant 
that  thou  art  heire  apparant.  .  .  .  But,  I  prethe,  fweet  wag, 
fhall  there  be  gallowes  Handing  in  England  when  thou  art 
king  ?    and  refolution  thus  fubd  as  it  is,  with  the  rufty  [56 

♦29.  too\  Q2.     to  Q. 
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curbe  of  olde  Father  Anticke  the  Law  ?  Do  not  thou,  when 
thou  art  king,  hang  a  theefe ! 

Prince.  No  j  thou  {halt. 

Faljl.  Shall  I?  O  rare!  By  the  Lord!  ile  be  a  braue 
iudge !  6 i 

Prin.  Thou  iudgeft  falfe  already :  I  meane,  thou  fhalt  haue 
the  hanging  of  the  theeues,  and  fo  become  a  rare  hangman. 

Faljl.  Well,  Hall,  wellj  and  in  fome  fort  it  iumpes  with 
my  humour,  as  well  as  waighting  in  the  Court,  I  can  tell 
you !  66 

Prince.  For  obtaining  of  fuites  ? 

Faljl.  Yea,  '  for  obtaining  of  fuites ',  whereof  the  hangman 
hath  no  leane  wardrob. — Zbloud !  I  am  as  melancholy  as  a 
gyb  Cat,  or  a  lugd  beare  !  7° 

Prin.  Or  an  old  lyon,  or  a  louers  Lute. 

Faljl.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lincoln/hire  bagpipe. 

Prince.  What  faieft  thou  to  a  Hare,  or  the  malancholy  of 
Mooreditch  P  74 

Faljl.  Thou  haft  the  mod  vnfauory  fimiles  *  j  and  art, 
indeed,  the  moft  comparatiue,  rafcallieft,  fweet  yong  Prince ! 
But,  Hal,  I  prethe,  trouble  me  no  more  with  vanitie !  I 
woulde  to  God  thou  and  I  knewe  where  a  commodity  of  [78 
good  names  were  to  be  bought !  An  olde  Lorde  of  the 
Councell  rated  me  the  other  day  in  the  ftreet  about  you,  fir, 
(but  I  markt  him  not,  and  yet  he  talkt  very  wifely,)  but  I 
regarded  him  not  3  and  yet  hee  talkt  wifely,  and  in  the  [82 
ftreet  too.t 

Prin.  Thou  didft  well ;  for  '  Wifedome  cries  out  in  the 
ftreets,  and  no  man  regards  it.' l  85 

Faljl.  O !  thou  haft  damnable  iteration,  and  art,  indeed, 
able  to  corrupt  a  faint !  Thou  haft  done  much  harme  vpon 
me,  Hal :  God  forgiue  thee  for  it !  Before  I  knewe  thee,  Hal, 
I  knewe  nothing;  and  now  am  I  (if  a  man  mould  [89 
fpeake  trulie)  little  better  then  one  of  the  wicked.  I  muft 
giue  ouer  this  life ;  and  I  will  giue  it  ouer !  by  the  Lord,  and 
T  doe  not,  I  am  a  villaine !  ile  bee  damnd  for  neuer  a  kings 
fonne  in  Chriftendom  !  93 

Prin.  Where  fhal  we  take  a  purfe  to  morrow,  Iacke  ? 

*75.  similes]  Q5.     smiles  Q.  1  A  lax  quotation  of  Proverbs,  i. 

f83.  tod]  Q2.     to  Q.  J  20,  24. 
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Faljl.  Zounds !  where  thou  wilt,  lad  j  ile  make  one !  an  I 
do  not,  call  me  'villaine',  and  baffell  me !  96 

Prin.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee;  from  pray- 
ing to  purfe-taking. 

Fal.  Why,  Hall,  tis  my  vocation,  Hall;  tis  no  finne  for  a 
man  to  labor  in  his  vocation. — [Sees  POYNES.]  Poynes! 
(Nowe  fhall  we  knowe  if  Gad/hill  haue  fet  a  match.)  O ! 
if  men  were  to  be  faued  by  merit,  what  hole  in  hell  [102 
were  hot  enough  for  him?  This  is  the  moil  omnipotent 
villaine  that  euer  cried,  '  Stand ! '  to  a  true  man. 

Enter  Poines. 

Prin.  Good  morrow,  Ned !  105 

Poines.  Good  morrow,  fweete  Hal  I  U  What  faies  Monfieur 
Remorfe  ?  what  faies  Sir  Iohn  Sacke-and- Sugar  ?  Iacke  ' 
howe  agrees  the  Diuell  and  thee  about  thy  foule,  that  thoa 
fouldeft  him  on  Good-Friday  laft,  for  a  cup  of  Medera  and  a 
cold  capons  legge  ?  no 

Prince.  Sir  John  flands  to  his  word,  the  diuell  fhall  haue 
his  bargaine  j  for  he  was  neuer  yet  a  breaker  of  prouerbes : 
'he  will  giue  the  diuell  his  due '. 

Poynes.  Then  art  thou  damnd  for  keeping  thy  worde  with 
the  diuell.  115 

Prince.  Elfe  hee  had  bin  damnd  for  coofening  the  diuell. 

Poy.  But,  my  lads !  my  lads !  to  morrow  morning,  by 
foure  a  clocke,  early  at  Gad/hill !  there  are  pilgrims  going  to 
Canturlurie  with  rich  offerings,  and  traders  riding  to  London 
with  fat  purfes  !  I  haue  vizards  for  you  al  j  you  haue  [120 
horfes  for  your  felues :  Gad/hill  lies  to  night  in  Rochefler :  I 
haue  befpoke  fupper  to  morrow  night  in  Eaflcheape :  we  may 
do  it  as  fecure  as  fleepe !  If  you  will  go,  I  will  Imffe  your 
purfes  full  of  crownes ;  if  you  will  not,  tarie  at  home  and  be 
hangd !  1 25 

Falji.  Heare  ye,  Yedward !  if  I  tarry  at  home  and  go  not, 
ile  hang  you  for  going. 

Po.  You  will,  Chops  ? 

Faljl.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one?  129 

Prince.  Who  !     I  rob  ?  I  a  thiefe  ?  not  I,  by  my  faith ! 

Faljl.  Theres  neither  honeftie,  manhood,  nor  good  fellow- 

104.  Enter  Poines,]  Q  (after  vocation,  1.  100). 
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{hip  in  thee,  nor  thou  camft  not  of  the  bloud  roiall,  if  thou 
dareft  not  fland  for  ten  {hillings. l  133 

Prince.  Well,  then,  once  in  my  dayes  ile  be  a  madcap. 

Faljl.  Why,  thats  well  faid ! 

Prince.  Well,  come  what  wil,  ile  tarrie  at  home.  136- 

Faljl.  By  the  Lord !  ile  be  a  traitor  then,  when  thou  art 
king. 

Prince.  I  care  not.  139 

Po.  Sir  Iohn,  I  preethe  leaue  the  Prince  and  mee  alone !  I 
will  lay  him  downe  fuch  reafons  for  this  aduenture  that  he 
{hall  go.  142 

Faljl.  Well,  God  giue  thee  the  fpirit  of  perfwafion,  and 
him  the  eares  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeakeft,  may 
moue,  and  what  he  heares,  may  be  beleeued,  that  the  true 
prince  may  (for  recreation  fake)  proue  a  falfe  thiefe !  [146 
for  the  poore  abufes  of  the  time  want  countenance.  Farewel ! 
you  {hal  find  me  in  Eqflcheap. 

Prin.  Farewel  the  latter  Spring !  Farewel,  Alhallowne 
Summer!  [f Kit  FALSTAFFE.     150 

Poin.  Now,  my  good  fweete  hony  Lord,  ride  with  vs  to 
morrow !  I  haue  a  ieaft  to  execute,  that  I  cannot  mannage 
alone.  Faljlalffe,  Haruey,  Rofsill,  and  Gadjhil,  {hal  rob  thole 
men  that  we  haue  already  way-laid ;  your  felfe  and  I  [1^4 
will  not  bee  there :  and,  when  they  haue  the  bootie,  if  you 
and  I  doe  not  rob  them,  cut  this  head  off  from  my  {boulders ! 

Prin.  How  {hall  we  part  with  them  in  fetting  forth  ?     157 

Po.  Why,  we  wil  fet  forth  before  or  after  them,  and 
appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  pleafure 
to  f aile  5  and  then  wil  they  aduenture  vpora  the  exploit  them- 
felues ;  which  they  {hal  haue  no  fooner  atchieued,  but  weele 
fet  vpon  them.  162 

Prin.  Yea,  but  tis  like  that  they  wil  know  vs  by  our  horfes, 
by  our  habits,  and  by  euery  other  appointment,  to  be  our 
felues.  165 


1  '  Falstaff  is  quibbling  on  the 
word  royal.  The  real  or  royal 
was  of  the  value  of  ten  shillings. ' — 
Steevens. 

149.  Farewel  the\  Q.     Farewell, 
thou  Pope.     Farewel  may  be  3rd 
sing,  imperative. 
I.  ii.  132-165.] 


153.  Falstalji]  Q. ,  passim. 

153.  Haruey,  Rossill]  Q.  Theo- 
bald first  read  Peto,  Bardolph,  con- 
jecturing Hartley,  Rossill  to  be  the 
actors'  names.  See  II.  iv.  164,  p. 
32. 
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Po.  Tut !  our  hories  they  fhal  not  fee  j  ile  tie  them  in  the 
Wood  j  our  vizards  wee  wil  change  after  wee  leaue  them : 
and,  firrha,  I  haue  cafes  of  Buckrom  for  the  nonce,  to  immaske 
our  noted  outward  garments.  169 

Prin.  Yea,  but  I  doubt  they  wil  be  too  hard  for  vs. 

Po.  Wei,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  bee  as  true  bred 
cowards  as  euer  turnd  backej  and  for  the  third,  if  he  fight 
longer  then  he  fees  reafon,  ile  forfweare  armes  !  The  vertue 
of  this  ieaft  wil  be,  the  incomprehenfible  lies  that  this  [174 
fame  fat  rogue  wil  tel  vs  when  we  meet  at  fupper :  how 
thirtie,  at  leaft,  he  fought  with ;  what  wardes,  what  blowes, 
what  extremities  he  indured ;  and  in  the  reproofe  of  this,  Hues 
theieft.  178 

Prin.  Well,  ile  goe  with  thee  !  prouide  vs  all  thinges  necef- 
farie,  and  meete  me  to  morrow  night  in  Eqjlcheape !  there  ile 
fup.     Farewell ! 

Po.  Farewel,  my  Lord  !  [Exit  Poines.  182 

Prin.  I  know  you  all,  and  wil  a  while  vphold 
The  vnyokt  humour  of  your  idlenes  : 
Yet  herein  wil  I  imitate  the  funne, 

Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds  186 

To  fmother  vp  his  beautie  from  the  world, 
That,  when  he  pleafe  againe  to  be  himfelfe, 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondred  at, 
By  breaking  through  the  foule  and  ougly  mifts  190 

Of  vapours  that  did  feeme  to  ftrangle  him. 
If  all  the  yeere  were  playing  holly-dayes, 
To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  worke ; 
But,  when  they  feldome  come,  they  wifht-for  come,  194 

And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  accidents. 
So,  when  this  loofe  behauiour  I  throw  off, 
And  pay  the  debt  I  neuer  promifed, 

By  how  much  better  then  my  word  I  am  198 

By  fo  much  mail  I  falfifie  mens  hopes  5 1 
And,  like  bright  mettal  on  a  fullein  ground, 
My  reformation,  glittring  ore  my  fault, 
Shal  mew  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes,  202 


180.  to  morrow  night]  Q.     to- 
night Capell.    Cp.  1.3.  117,   p.  7. 

meet  me.    To  morrow  night  Knight. 


1  hopes  =  expectations,     fears. 
Cp.  Othelio,  I.  iii.  203. 
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Then  that  which  hath  no  foile  to  fet  it  off. 

He  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill ; 

Redeeming  time,  when  men  thinke  lead  I  wil.       [Exit.  205 

Actus  Primus.     Sccena  Tertia* 

London.     The  Palace. 

Enter  theKmg,  Northumberland,  Worcester,  Hotspur, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  with  others. 

King.  My  blood  hath  bin  too  colde  and  temperate, 
Vnapt  to  ftir  at  thefe  indignities, 
And  you  haue  found  me  5  for,  accordingly, 
You  tread  vpon  my  patience  :  but,  be  fure,  4 

I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  my  felfe 
Mightie,  and  to  be  fearde,  then  my  condition ; 
Which  hath  bin  fmooth  as  oile,  foft  as  yong  downe, 
And  therefore  loft  that  title  of  refpect,  8 

Which  the  proud  foule  neare 1  payes  but  to  the  proud ! 

Wor.  Our  houfe  (my  foueraigne  Liege)  little  delerues 
The  fcourge  of  greatnes  to  be  vfd  on  it ; 
And  that  fame  greatneffe  too,t  which  our  owne  hands         12 
Haue  holpe  to  make  fo  portly. 

Nor.  My  Lord  !   .  .  . 

King.   IVorcefter,  get  thee  gone  !  for  I  do  fee 
Danger,  and  difobedience  in  thine  eie !  16 

0,  fir,  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptorie, 
And  Maieftie  might  neuer  yet  endure 

The  moodie  frontier  of  a  feruant  browe ! 
You  haue  good  leaue  to  leaue  vs :  when  we  need  20 

Your  vfe  and  counfel,  we  mail  fend  for  you.  [Exit  Wor. 

[To  NORTH.]  You  were  about  to  fpeake. 

North.  Yea,  my  good  Lord. 

Thofe  prifoners,  in  your  Highnes  name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  tooke,  24 

Were,  as  he  faies,  not  with  fuch  ftrength  denied 
As  is  deliuered  to  your  Maieftie. 
Either  enuie,  therefore,  or  mifprifion, 

*  Sazna  Tertia.}  F.         l  neare  mm  ne'er.         fl2.  too]  Q4.     to  Q. 
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Is  guiltie  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fonne.  28 

Hq/ip.  My  Liege,  I  did  denie  no  prifoners. 
But,  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done, 
When  I  was  drie  with  rage,  and  extreame  toile, 
Breathles  and  faint,  leaning  vpon  my  fword,  32 

Came  there  a  certaine  Lord,  neat,  and  trimly  dreft, 
Frefh  as  a  bridegroome  j  and  his  chin,  new  rept, 
Shewd  like  a  ftubble  land  at  Harueft  home  5 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  Milliner,  36 

And  twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumbe  he  helde 
A  pouncet  boxe,  which  euer  and  anon 
He  gaue  his,  nofe,  and  tookt  away  againe  5 
(Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there,  40 

Tooke  it  in  fnuffe  :)  and  mil  hee  fmild,  and  talkt ; 
And  as  the  fouldiours  bore  dead  bodies  by, 
He  cald  them  vntaught  knaues,  vnmanerlie, 
To  bring  a  llouenly  vnhandfome  coarle  44 

Betwixt  the  winde  and  his  nobilitie  ! 
With  many  holly-day  and  ladie  termes 
He  queftioned  me  5  amongft  the  reft,  demanded 
My  prifoners,  in  your  Maiefties  behalfe.  48 

I  then,  all  fmarting  with  my  wounds  being  cold 
(To  be  fo  peftred  with  a  Popingay  !) 
Out  of  my  griefe  and  my  impacionce 

Anfwerd  negle&ingly,  I  know  not  whatj  52 

(He  mould,  or  he  ihould  not  j)  for  he  made  me  mad, 
To  fee  him  fhine  fo  briske,  and  fmell  fo  fweet, 
And  talke  fo  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman, 
Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds,  (God  faue  the  mark  !)    $6 
And  telling  me,  the  foueraigneft  thing  on  earth 
Was  Parmacitie,  for  an  inward  bruife  5 
And  that  it  was  great  pitty,  fo  it  was, 

This  villanous  faltpeeter  Ihould  be  digd  60 

Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmeles  earth  j 
Which  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  deftroyed 
So  cowardly :  and  but  for  thefe  vile  guns, 
He  would  himfelfe  haue  beene  a  fouldior !  64 

This  bald  vnioynted  chat  of  his  (my  Lord) 
I  anfwered  indireclly,  (as  I  faid  3) 
And,  I  befeech  you,  let  not  his  report 

11  [I.  hi.  28-67. 


The    Hijiorie  of 

Come  currant  for  an  accufatibn,  68 

Betwixt  my  loue  and  your  high  Maieflie ! 

Blunt.  The  circumftance  confidered,  good  my  Lord, 
What  ere  Lord  Harry  Percie  then  had  faid, 
To  fuch  a  perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  place,  72 

At  fuch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold, 
May  reafonably  die,  and  neuer  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  vnfay  it  now.  76 

King.  Why,  yet  he  doth  denie  his  prifoners, 
But  with  prouifo  and  exception  : 
That  we,  at  our  owne  charge,  fhall  ranfome  flraight 
His  brother  in  law,  the  foolifh  Mortimer,  80 

Who  (on  my  foule  !)  hath  wilfully  betraid 
The  Hues  of  thofe  that  he  did  lead  to  fight 
Againft  that  great  Magitian,  damnd  Glendower, 
Whofe  daughter  (as  we  heare)  that  Earle  of  March  84 

Hath  lately  married.     Shall  our  coffers,  then, 
Be  emptied,  to  redeeme  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  treafon  ?  and  indent  with  feares, 
When  they  haue  loft  and  forfeited  themfelues  ?  88 

No,  on  the  barren  mountaines  let  him  ftarue ! 
For  I  fhall  neuer  hold  that  man  my  friend, 
Whofe  tongue  fhall  aske  me  for  one  penny  coft, 
To  ranfome  home  reuolted  Mortimer  I 

Hot.  ' Reuolted  Mortimer '  /  93 

He  neuer  did  fall  off,  my  foueraigne  Liege, 
But  by  the  chance  of  war :  to  proue  that  true, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue  for  all  thofe  wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  tooke,  97 

When  on  the  gentle  Seuerns  fiedgie  banke, 
In  fingle  oppofition,  hand  to  hand, 
He  did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  honre, 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower  J.  101 

Three  times  they  breathd,  &  three  times  did  they  drinke, 
Vpon  agreement,  of  fwift  Seuerns  floud, 
Who  then,  affrighted  with  their  bloudie  lookes, 
Ran  fearefully  among  the  trembling  reedes,  105 

And  hid  his  crifpe-head  in  the  hollow  banke. 
Bloud-ftained  with  thefe  valiant  combatants  ! 
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Neuer  did  bare  and  rotten  pollicy 

Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds  5  109 

Nor  neuer  could  the  noble  Mortimer 

Receiue  fo  many,  and  all  willingly ! 

Then  let  not  him  be  flandered  with  reuolt ! 

King.  Thou  doft  bely  him,  Percy,  thou  doll  bely  him !  113 
He  neuer  did  encounter  with  Glendower  : 
I  tel  thee, 

He  durfl  as  well  haue  met  the  diuell  alone, 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy  !  117 

Art  thou  not  afham'd  ?     But,  firrha,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  heare  you  fpeake  of  Mortimer ! 
Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeedieft  meanes, 
Or  you  ihal  heare  in  fuch  a  kind  from  me  121 

As  will  difpleafe  you  !     11  My  Lord  Northumberland, 
We  licence  your  departure  with  your  fonne  : 
1if  Send  vs  your  prifoners,  or  you  wil  heare  of  it ! 

[Exeunt  King,  Blunt,  and  others. 

Hot.  And  if  the  diuel  come  and  rore  for  them,  125 

I  wil  not  fend  them  !  I  will  after  ftraight, 
And  tel  him  fo ;  for  I  will  eafe  my  hart, 
Albeit  I  make  a  hazard  of  my  head !  128 

Nor.  What !  dronk  with  choler  ?  Hay,  &  paufe  a  while  ! 
Here  comes  your  vncle  ! 

Re-enter  Wok. 

Hot.  '  Speake  of  Mortimer ' 

Zounds !  I  will  fpeake  of  him ;  and  let  my  foule 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  ioine  with  him ! 
Yea,  on  his  part,  ile  empty  all  thefe  vaines,  133 

And  fhed  my  deere  bloud,  drop  by  drop  in  the  duft, 
But  I  will  lift  the  down-trod  Mortimer 
As  high  in  the  aire  as  this  vnthankefull  king, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  Bullingbroke  !  137 

Nor.  [to  WOR.]  Brother,  the  King  hath  made  your  nephew 
mad. 

Wbr.  Who  ihooke  this  heat  vp  after  I  was  gone  ? 

Hot.  He  wil  (forfooth)  haue  all  my  prifoners  j 

124.  Exeunt  .  .  .]  Exit  King.  Q. 
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And  when  I  vrg'd  the  ranfome  once  againe  141 

Of  my  wiues  brother,  then  his  cheeke  lookt  pale  j 
And  on  my  face  he  turn'd  an  eie  of  death, 
Trembling  euen  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

Worft.  I  cannot  blame  him  :  was  not  he  proclaim'd       145 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  bloud  ? 

North.  He  was  j  I  heard  the  proclamation : 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  vnhappy  king, 
(Whofe  wrongs  in  vs  God  pardon !)  did  let  forth  149 

Vpon  his  Irijh  expedition  -, 
From  whence  he,  intercepted,  did  returne 
To  be  depos'd,  and  fhortly  murdered.  152 

Worft.  And  for  whofe  death,  we,  in  the  worlds  wide  mouth, 
Liue  fcandaliz'd  and  fouly  fpoken  of. 

Hot.  But,  foft,  I  pray  you !  did  King  Richard  then 
Proclaime  my  brother,  Edmund  Mortimer,  156 

Heire  to  the  crowne  ? 

North.  He  did ;  my  felfe  did  heare  it. 

Hot.  Nay,  then,  I  cannot  blame  his  coofen  king, 
That  wifht  him  '  on  the  barren  mountaines  ftarue '. 
But  fhal  it  be,  that  you  that  fet  the  crowne  160 

Vpon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man, 
And,  for  his  fake,  weare  the  detefted  blot 
Of  murtherous  fubornation, — fhal  it  be, 

That  you  a  world  of  curfes  vndergo,  164 

Being  the  agents,  or  bafe  fecond  meanes, 
The  cordes,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman,  rather ? 
(O,  pardon  me,  that  I  defcend  fo  low, 

To  mew  the  line  and  the  predicament,  168 

Wherein  you  range  vnder  this  fubtil  king !) 
Shall  it,  for  fhame,  be  fpoken  in  thefe  daies, 
Or  fil  vp  Chronicles  in  time  to  come, 

That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power  172 

Did  gage  them  both  in  an  vniuft  behalfe, 
(As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it!  haue  done,) 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  fweet  louely  Rofe, 
And  plant  this  Thorne,  this  Canker,  Bullinghrooke  ?  T76 

And  fhal  it,  in  more  fhame,  be  further  fpoken, 
That  you  are  foold,  difcarded,  and  fhooke  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thefe  fhames  ye  vnderwent  ? 
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No !  yet  time  femes,  wherein  you  may  redeeme  180 

Your  banifht  honors,  and  reftore  your  felues 

Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  againej 

Reuenge  the  ieering  and  difdaind  contempt 

Of  this  proud  king,  who  ftudies,  day  and  night,  184 

To  anfwere  all  the  debt  he  owes  to  you, 

Euen  with  the  bloudie  paiment  of  your  deaths : 

Therefore,  I  fay .  .  . 

TVor.  Peace,  coofen  !  fay  no  more ! 

And  now  I  will  vnclafpe  a  fecret  booke,  188 

And  to  your  quicke  concerning  difcontents 
lie  reade  you  matter  deepe  and  daungerous, 
As  full  of  perill  and  aduenterous  fpirit, 

As  to  orewalke  a  Current,  roring  lowd,  192 

On  the  vnftedfaft  footing  of  a  fpeare. 

Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  god-night !  or  finke,  or  fwim. 
Send  Danger  from  the  Eaft  vnto  the  Weft, 
So  Honor  crolfe  it  from  the  North  to  South,  196 

And  let  them  grapple !     O,  the  bloud  more  ftirs, 
To  roufe  a  lyon,  than  to  {tart  a  hare ! 

(North,    [to  WOR.]  Imagination  of  fome  great  exploit 
Driues  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience.)  2©o 

Hot.*  By  heauen  !  me  thinkes  it  were  an  eafie  leape, 
To  plucke  bright  Honour  from  the  palefac'd  moone  j 
Or  diue  into  the  bottome  of  the  deepe, 

Where  fadome  line  could  neuer  touch  the  ground,  204 

And  plucke  vp  drowned  Honour  by  the  locks ; 
So  he  that  doth  redeeme  her  thence  might  weare, 
Without  corriuall,  all  her  dignities  ! 
But  out  vpon  this  halfe  fac't  fellowfhip !  208 

(Wor.    [to  NORTH.]   He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here, 
But  not  the  forme  of  what  he  mould  attend.) 
IT  Good  coofen,  giue  me  audience  for  a  while ! 

Hot.  I  crie  you  mercie  ! 

Wor.  Thofe  fame  noble  Scots,        212 

That  are  your  prifoners,  .  .  . 

Hot.  He  keepe  them  all ! 

By  God !  he  mall  not  haue  a  Scot  of  them ! 

*20i.  Hbt.\  Q5.    om.  Q.,  continuing  11.  201— 208  to  Northumberland. 
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No,  if  a  Scot  would  faue  his  foule,  he  fhall  not ! 
He  keepe  them,  by  this  hand ! 

Wor.  You  flart  away,  216 

And  lend  no  eare  vnto  my  purpofes. 
Thofe  prifoners  you  (hall  keepe. 

Hot.  Nay,  I  will !  that's  fla. . 

He  faid  he  would  not  ranfome  Mortimer  ; 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  fpeake  of  Mortimer  ;  220 

But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  aileepe, 
And  in  his  eare  ile  hollow  '  Mortimer ! ' 
Nay, 

Ile  haue  a  fiarling  (halbe  taught  to  fpeake  224 

Nothing  but ( Mortimer ',  and  giue  it  him, 
To  keepe  his  anger  Hill  in  motion  ! 

Wor.  Heare  you,  cofen,  a  word ! 

Hot.  All  ftudies  here  I  folemnly  defie,  228 

Saue  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bullenlroohe ! 
And  that  fame  fword-and-buckler  Prince  of  Wales, 
(But  that  I  thinke  his  father  loues  him  not, 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  mifchance,)  232 

I  would  haue  him  poifoned  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

Wor.  Farewel,  kinfman  !  ile  talke  to  you, 
When  you  are  better  temperd  to  attend. 

Nor.  Why,  what  a  wafpe- flung  and  impatient  foole      236 
Art  thou,  to  breake  into  this  womans  moode  5 
Tying  thine  eare  to  no  toung  but  thine  owne ! 

Hot.  Why,  looke  you,  I  am  whipt  and  fcourg'd  with  rods, 
Netled,  and  ftung  with  pifmires,  when  I  heare  240 

Of  this  vile  polititian,  Bullhigbrooke ! 
In  Richards  time, — what  do  you  call  the  place  ? 
A  plague  vpon  it !  it  is  in  Glocejierjhire  ; 
Twas  where  the  mad-cap  duke  his  vncle  kept,  244 

His  vncle  Yorke ;  where  I  firft  bowed  my  knee 
Vnto  this  King  of  Smiles,  this  Bullenbrooke, 
Zbloud! 
When  you  and  he  came  backe  from  Rauenfpurgh.  248 

North.  At  Barkly  Cqftle. 

Hot.  You  fay  true. 

236.  waspe-stung\  Q.     waspe-tongue  Q2.     waspe-tongu'd  F. 
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Why,  what  a  candy  deale  of  curtefie, 

This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  profer  me  !  251 

Looke,  when  his  '  infant  fortune  came  to  age  ', — 

And  '  gentle  Harry  Percy  '  / 1  and  '  kind  coofen  '  ! 

O,  the  diuil]  take  iuch  coofoners !   (God  forgiue  me !) 

Good  vncle,  tell  your  tale  !  I  haue  done.  255 

Wor.  Nay,  if  you  haue  not,  to  it  againe ! 
We  wil  ftay  your  leifure. 

Hot.  I  haue  done,  Ifaith ! 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottijh  prifoners  ! 
Deliuer  them  vp  without  their  ranfome  ftraight,  259 

And  make  the  Douglas  fonne  your  only  meane 
For  Powers  in  Scotland;  which,  for  diuers  reafons 
Which  I  fhall  fend  you  written,  be  affur'd 
Wil  eafely  be  granted.     U  You,  my  Lord,  263 

Your  fonne  in  Scotland  being  thus  emptoied, 
Shal  fecretly  into  the  bofome  creepe 
Of  that  fame  noble  prelat,  welbelou'd, 
The  Archbifhop. 

Hot.  Of  Yorke,  is  it  not  ? 

Wor.  True  -,  who  beares  hard 

His  brothers  death  at  Brijlow,  the  Lord  Scroop.  268 

I  fpeake  not  this  in  eflimation, 
As  what  I  thinke  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  fet  downe  j 

And  onely  ftaies  but  to  behold  the  face  272 

Of  that  occafion  that  fhal  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I  fmell  it !     Vpon  my  life  it  will  do  well  \ 

Nort.  Before  the  game  is  afoote,  thou  ftill  letft  flip. 

Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  chufe  but  be  a  noble  plot ! —         276 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland,  and  of  Yorke, 
To  ioine  with  Mortimer,  ha  ? 

Wor.  And  fo  they  (hall 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aimd  ! 

Wor.  And  tis  no  little  reafon  bids  vs  fpeed,  280 

To  faue  our  heads  by  railing  of  a  head ; 
For,  beare  our  felues  as  euen  as  we  can, 
The  King  will  alwaies  thinke  him  in  our  debt, 

1  See  Rich.  II,  11.  iii.  45,  66. 
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And  thinke  we  thinke  our  felues  vnfatisfied,  284 

Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  vs  home : 

And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 

To  make  vs  flrangers  to  his  lookes  of  loue. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does  !  weele  be  reueng'd  on  him !       288 

Worjl.  Coofen,  farewell !     No  further  go  in  this, 
Then  I  by  letters  fhall  direct  your  courfe. 
When  time  is  ripe,  (which  will  be  fuddenly,) 
He  fteale  to  Glendower,  and  Lord  Mortimer;  292 

Where  you  and  Douglas,  and  our  powres  at  once, 
(As  I  will  falhion  it,)  fhall  happily  meete, 
To  beare  our  fortunes  in  our  own  ftrong  armes, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  vncertainty.  296 

Nor.  Farewell,  good  brother !  we  fhall  thriue,  I  truft ! 

Hot.  Vncle,  adieu  ! — O  let  the  houres  be  fhort, 
Till  fields,  and  blowes,  and  grones,  applaud  our  fport !       299 

{Exeunt. 

*  Acius  Secundus.     Scena  Prima. 

Rochester.     An  Inn  Yard. 

Enter  a  Carrier  (MUGS),  with  a  lanterne  in  his  hand. 

1  Car.  Heigh  ho !  An  it  be  not  foure  by  the  day,  ile  be 
hangd !  Charles  Waine  is  ouer  the  new  Chimney,  and  yet 
our  horfe  not  packt ! — What,  Oftler ! 

Oft.   {within']  Anon,  anon  !  4 

1  Car.  I  preethe,  Tom,  beat  Cuts  faddle  !  put  a  few  flockes 
in  the  point !  poore  iade  is  wroong  in  the  withers,  out  of  all 
ceffe.  7 

Enter  another  Carier. 

2  Car.  Peafe  and  beanes  are  as  danke  here  as  a  dog,  and 
that  is  the  next  way  to  giue  poore  iades  the  bots !  this  houfe 
is  turned  vpfide  downe  fince  Robin  Oftler  died !  10 

1  Car.  Poore  fellow !  neuer  ioied  fince  the  prife  of  Oates 
rofe  5  it  was  the  death  of  him ! 

2  Car.  I  thinke  this  be  the  mofl  villainous  houfe  in  al 
London  road  for  fleas  !     I  am  flung  like  a  Tench  !  14 

292.  Lord]  Lo  :  Q.    loe,  Q2.      *  Acius  Secundus.  Sccna  Prima.]  F. 
13.  villainous]  villainous  (turned  u)  Q. 
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i  Car.  *  Like  a  Tench  ' !  by  the  Maffe !  there  is  nere  a 
King  chriften  could  be  better  bit  then  I  haue  bin,  fince  the 
nrft  cocke !  17 

2  Car.  Why,  they  will  allowe  vs  nere  a  Iordane,  and  then 
we  leake  in  your  chimney  5  and  your  chamber-lie  breedes 
fleas  like  a  loach ! 

1  Car.  What,  Oftler !  come  away  and  be  hangd !  come 
away !  22 

2  Car.  I  haue  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes  of 
Ginger,  to  be  deliuered  as  far  as  Charing  Crojfe. 

1  Car.  Gods  bodie !  the  Turkies  in  my  Panier  are  quite 
ftarued! — What,  Oftler! — A  plague  on  thee!  haft  thou  [26 
neuer  an  eie  in  thy  head  ?  canft  not  heare  ?  And  twere  not 
as  good  deede  as  drinke,  to  break  the  pate  on  thee,  I  am  a 
very  villaine! — Come,  and  be  hangd  ! — Haft  no  faith  in  thee? 

Enter  Gadshill. 

GadJJiill.  Good  morrow,  Cariers  !  whats  a  clocke  ?  30 

7  Car.  I  thinke  it  be  two  a  clocke. 

Gad.  I  prethe,  lend  me  thy  lanterne,  to  fee  my  gelding  in 
the  ftable.  S3 

1  Car.  Nay,  by  God !  foft !  I  knowe  a  tricke  worth  two 
of  that,  I  faith  ! 

Gad.  [to  2  Car.]   I  pray  thee,  lend  me  thine !  36 

2  Car.  I !  '  when  ?  canft  tell  ? '  *  Lend  me  thy  lanterne, 
(quoth  he  ?) — Marry,  ile  fee  thee  hangd  firft ! 

Gad.  Sirrha  Carrier,  what  time  doe  you  meane  to  come  to 
London  ?  40 

2  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,  I  warrant 
thee !  U  Come,  neighbour  Mugs  I  weele  call  vp  the  Gentle- 
men j  they  will  along  with  company,  for  they  haue  great 
charge.  [Exeunt  Carriers.  44 

Gad.  What,  ho  !   Chamberlaine  ! 

Cham,   [within']   '  "At  hand  !  "  quoth  Pickepurfe.' 

Gad.  Thats  euen  as  faire  as  ' "  at  hand  !  "  quoth  the  Cham- 
berlaine '  j  for  thou  varieft  no  more  from  picking  of  purfes, 
then  giuing  direction  doth  from  labouring :  thou  laieft  the 
plot  how.  50 

1  A  proverb.     See  Errors^  III.  i.  52. 
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Enter  Chamberlaine. 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  Maifter  Gad/hill !  It  holdes  currant 
that  I  tolde  you  yefternight :  ther's  a  Frankelin  in  the  Wilde  l 
of  Kent  hath  brought  three  hundred  Markes  with  him  in 
golde :  I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  company  laft  [54 
night  at  fupper  -,  a  kinde  of  Auditor  j  one  that  hath  abundance 
of  charge  too,  God  knowes  what !  They  are  vp  already,  and 
cal  for  Egges  and  butter :  they  wil  away  prefently.  57 

Gad.  Sirrha,  if  they  meete  not  with  Saint  Nicholas  clearkes, 
ile  giue  thee  this  necke ! 

Cham.  No !  ile  none  of  it !  I  pray  thee,  keepe  that  for  the 
hangman  3  for  I  know  thou  worfhippeft  Saint  Nicholas,  as 
trulie  as  a  man  of  falihood  may.  62 

Ga.  What  talkeft  thou  to  me  of  the  hawgman  ?  if  I  hang, 
ile  make  a  fat  paire  of  Gallowes  !  for,  if  I  hang,  olde  Sir  John 
hangs  with  me,  and  thou  knoweft  hee  is  no  ftarueling.  Tut ! 
there  are  other  Troians  that  thou  dream  ft  not  of,  the  [66 
which  (for  fport  fake)  are  content  to  do  the  Profeffion  fome 
grace ;  that  would  (if  matters  mould  be  lookt  into)  for  their 
owne  credit  fake,  make  all  whole.  I  am  ioyned  with  no 
footlande  rakers,  no  long-ftaffe-fixpennie  ftrikers,  none  [70 
of  thefe  mad  muftachio-purplehewd-maltworms ;  but  with 
nobilitie,  and  tranquilitie,  Burgomafters  and  great  Oneyres ; 
fuch  as  can  hold  in  2  luch  as  wil  ftrike  fooner  then  fpeak,  and 
fpeake  fooner  then  drinke,  and  drinke  fooner  then  pray :  [74 
and  yet,  (zoundes !)  I  lie,  for  they  pray  continuallie  to  their 
Saint  the  Common-wealth  3  or,  rather,  not  '  pray  to  '  her,  but 
'  pray  '  on  her  j  for  they  ride  vp  and  downe  on  her,  and  make 
her  their  bootes.  78 

Cham.  What !  the  Common-wealth  *  their  bootes '  ?  will 
fhee  hold  out  water  in  foule  way  ? 

Gad.  She  will,  fhe  will !  Iuftice  hath  liquord  her.  We 
fteale  as  in  a  Caftell,  cockfurej  wee  haue  the  receyte  of 
Fernefeede,  wee  walke  inuifible.  83 


50.  Enter  Chamberlaine, .]  Q 
(after  1.  44). 

1  Wilde  (wilde  Q.)  =  weald. 

72.  Oneyres  (yres  =  yrs  =  ers)  ] 
Q.  oneyers  Q2.  Perhaps  'one- 
II.  i.  51-83.]  20 


eers,  as  we  say,  privateer,  auctioneer, 
circuiteer.'  —  Johnson.      Cp.     the 
modern  vulgarism,  'wunner.' 
3  hold  in  —  restrain. 
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Cham.  Nay,  by  my  fayth !  I  thinke  you  are  more  beholding 
to  the  night  then  to  '  Fernefeed',  for  your  walking  '  mumble* . 

Gad.  Giue  mee  thy  hand !  thou  fhalt  haue  a  ihare  in  our 
purchafe,1  as  I  am  a  true  man !  87 

Cham.  Nay,  rather  let  me  haue  it,  as  you  are  a  falfe  theefe. 

Gad.  Go  to !  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  al  men !  Bid 
the  Oftler  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  ftable !  Farewel,  you 
muddy  knaue  !  [Exeunt.*  91 

Actus  Secundus.     Sccena  Secundu.] 

Road  by  Gadshill. 

Enter  Prince,  Poines,  and  (later)  Peto,  &c. 

Po.  Come,  fhelter!  fhelter!  I  haue  remoude  Falftaljfes 
horfe,  and  he  frets  like  a  gumd  Veluet. 

Prin.  Stand  clofe !  [They  retire. 

Enter  Falstaffe. 

Faljl.  Poynes  !  Poynes,  and  be  hangd  !  Poynes  !  4 

Prin.  [aduancing]  Peace !  ye  fat-kidneyd  rafcal !  what  a 
brawling  doll  thou  keepe ! 

Faljl.  Wheres  Poynes,  Hall  ? 

Prin.  He  is  walkt  vp  to  the  top  of  the  hill :  He  go  feeke 
him.  [Retires.  9 

Faljl.  I  am  accurft  to  rob  in  that  theeues  companie !  the 
rafcal  hath  remooued  my  horfe,  and  tied  him  I  knowe  not 
where.  If  I  trauell  but  foure  foote  by  the  fquire  further  [12 
a  foote,  I  fhall  breake  my  winde.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to 
die  a  faire  death  for  all  this,  if  I  fcape  hanging  for  killing  that 
rogue.  I  haue  forfworne  his  companie  hourly  any  time  this 
xxii.  yeares,  and  yet  I  am  bewitcht  with  the  rogues  com-  [16 
panie.  If  the  rafcall  haue  not  giuen  me  medicines  to  make 
mee  loue  him,  ile  be  hangd !  It  could  not  be  elfe ;  I  haue 
drunke  medicines. — Poynes  ! — Hall ! — a  plague  vpon  you 
both ! — Bardoll ! — Peto ! — Ile  ftarue  ere  ile  rob  a  foote  [20 
further !     And  twere  not  as  good  a  deede  as  drinke,  to  turne 


:  purchase,     acquisition,    stolen 
goods.     See  Hen.  V.,  III.  ii.  39. 


*9i.  Exeunt.]  F. 
t  Sccena  Secunda.]  F. 
20.  Bardoll]  Q.     Bardolph  F. 
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true  man,  and  to  leaue  thefe  rogues,  I  am  the  verieft  varlet 
that  euer  chewed  with  a  tooth!  Eight  yeardes  of  vneuen 
ground  is  threefcore  and  ten  mylesafoote  withmeej  and  [24 
the  ftonie  hearted  villaines  knowe  it  well  inough :  a  plague 
vpon  it  when  theeues  can  not  be  true  one  to  another !  [They 
whiftle.]  *  Whew !  '  a  plague  vpon  you  all ! — Giue  mee  my 
horfe,  you  rogues  !  giue  me  my  horfe,  and  be  hangd  !  28 

Prin.  [aduancing]  Peace !  ye  fat  guts !  lie  downe !  laie 
thine  eare  clofe  to  the  ground,  and  lift  if  thou  canft  heare  the 
treade  of  trauellers  !  3 1 

Falft.  Haue  you  any  leauers  to  lift  me  vp  againe  being 
down  ?  Zbloud !  ile  not  beare  mine  owne  flefh  fo  farre  a 
foote  againe,  for  all  the  coine  in  thy  fathers  Exchequer !  What 
a  plague  meane  ye  to  colt  me  thus  ? 

Prin.  Thou  lieft  !  thou  art  not  col  ted,  thou  art  vncolted !  $6 
Falft.  I  preethe,  good  Prince  Hal,  helpe  me  to  my  horfe, 
good  kings  fonne ! 

Prin.  Out!  ye  rogue!  fhall  I  be  your  Oftler?  39 

Falft.  Hang  thy  felfe  in  thine  owne  heire  apparant  garters  ! 
If  I  be  tane,  ile  peach  for  this.  And  I  haue  not  Ballads  made 
on  you  all,  and  fung  to  filthie  tunes,  let  a  cuppe  of  facke  bee 
my  poyfon !  when  a  ieaft  is  fo  forward,  and  a  foote  too !  I 
hate  it !  44 

Enter  Gadshill,  BAEDOLL,  and  PETO. 

Gad.  Stand! 

Falft.  So  I  do,  againft  my  will. 

Po.  [aduanting]  O,  tis  our  fetter!  I  know  his  voice. 
II  Bardoll,  what  newes !  48 

Bar.  Cafe  yee !  cafe  yee !  on  with  your  vizards !  theres 
money  of  the  Kings  comming  downe  the  hillj  tis  going  to 
the  Kings  Exchequer.  51 

Falft.  You  lie,  ye  rougue !  tis  going  to  the  Kings  Tauerne ! 

Gad.  Theres  inough  to  make  vs  all ! 

Falft.  To  be  hangd  !  54 

Prin.  Sirs,  you  foure  fhall  front  them  in  the  narrow  lane ; 
Ned  Poines  and  I  wil  walke  lower :  if  they  fcape  from  your 
encounter,  then  they  light  on  vs. 

Peto.  How  many  be  there  of  them  ?  58 

Gad.  Some  eight  or  ten. 
II.  ii.  22-59.]  22 
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Fat.  Zounds  !  will  they  not  rob  vs  ? 

Prin.  What !  a  coward !  Sir  Iohn  Paunch  ?  61 

Fal.  Indeed,  I  am  not  Iohn  of  Gaunt,  your  grandfather ; 

but  yet  no  '  coward ',  Halt. 

Prin.  Well,  we  leaue  that  to  the  proofe.  64 

Po.    Sirrha  Iacle,  thy  horfe  ftandes    behinde   the  hedge: 

when  thou  needft  him,  there  thou  malt  find  him.     Farewel, 

&  Hand  faft ! 

Fal.  Now  can  not  I  ftrike  him,  if  I  mould  be  hangd !     68 
(Prin.   [aside  to  POYNES]  Ned,  where  are  our  difguifes  ? 
Po.  [aside  to  Prince]   Here !  hard  by  :  fland  clofe !) 

[Exeunt  Prince  and  Poynes. 
Fal.  Now,  my  maifters,  •  happie  man  bee  his  dole ! '  fay  I : 

euerie  man  to  his  bufineffe !  72 

Enter  the  Trauailers. 

7  Trauel.  Come,  neighbour ! 
The  boy  fhal  lead  our  horfes  down  the  hill : 
Weele  walke  a  foote  a  while  and  eafe  our  legs. 

Theeues.  Stand!  76 

Trauelers.  Iefus  blefle  vs  ! 

Faljl.  Strike !  downe  with  them !  cut  the  villaines  throates  ! 
— a !  horefon  Caterpillars !  bacon-fed  knaues  !  they  hate  vs 
youth  : — downe  with  them  !  fleece  them  !  80 

7  Tra.  O  !  we  are  vndone  !  both  we  and  ours  for  euer ! 

Fal.  Hang  ye !  gorbellied  knaues  !  are  ye  vndone  ? 
No,  yee  fatte  chuffes !  I  would  your  ftore  were  here ! 
On,  bacons !  on ! 

What !  yee  knaues !  yong  men  muft  Hue. 
You  are  grand  iurers,  are  ye  ?  weele  *  iure  •  ye,  faith !  86 

[Here  they  rob  them  and  hind  them.     Then  exeunt, 
driuing  the  Trauailers  out. 

Re-enter  the  Prince  and  Poynes  in  buckrom  suites. 

Prin.  The  theeues  haue  bound  the  true  men!  Nowe 
coulde  thou  and  I  rob  the  theeues,  and  go  merilie  to  London, 
it  would  be  argument  for  a  week,  laughter  for  a  month,  and 
a  good  ieft  for  euer !  90 

Pn.  Stand  clofe  !  I  heare  them  comming.        [They  retire. 
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Enter  the  Theeues  againe. 

Fal.  Come,  my  maifters!  let  vs  fhare  and  then  to  horfe 
before  day.  And  the  Prince  and  Poines  bee  not  two  arrant 
cowardes,  theres  no  equitie  ftirring !  theres  no  more  valour 
in  that  Poynes,  then  in  a  wilde  ducke !  95 

Prin.  Your  money ! 

Poin.  Villaines ! 

[As  they  arejharing,  the  Prince  &  Poins  Jet  vpon  them; 
they  all  runne  away ;  and  Falstaffe,  after  a  blow  or 
two,  runs  away  too,  leaning  the  bootie  behind  them. 

Prin.  Got  with  much  eafe  !     Now  merrily  to  horfe ! 
The  theeues  are  all  fcattered,  and  poffeft  with  feare  99 

So  ftrongly,  that  they  dare  not  meete  each  other; 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Awaie !  good  Ned !     Faljlalffe  fweates  to  death, 
And  lards  the  leane  earth  as  he  walkes  along :  103 

Wert  not  for  laughing,  I  mould  pittie  him  ! 

Poynes.  How  the  rogue 1  roard  !  [Exeunt. 


Actus  SecunduS.     Sccena  Tertia* 

Warkworth  Castle. 
Enter  Hotspur,  Joins,  reading  a  letter. 

*  But,Jor  mine  own  part,  my  Lord,  I  could  be  well  con- 
'  tented  to  bee  there,  in  rejpecl  of  the  loue  I  beare  your  houfe.'  2 

He  could  be  '  contented '  3  why  is  hee  not,  then  ?  '  In  '  the 
'  refpe6t  of  the  loue  he  beares  our  houfe ' :  he  ihewes  in  this, 
he  loues  his  own  barne  better  then  he  loues  '  our  houfe '.  Let 
me  fee  fome  more  :  6 

'  The  purpqfe  you  vndertake  is  dangerous.'' 
Why,  thats    certaine !    tis  *  daungerous '  to   take   a   cold,  to 
ileepe,  to  drinke ;  but  I  tell  you,  (my  Lord  Foole,)  out  of  this 
nettle,  Danger,  we  plucke  this  flower  Safetie !  10 

'  The  purpqfe  you  vndertake  is  dangerous;   the  friends  you 

1    rogue]     Q.      Mr.     Halliwell-  I  fat  rogue. 
Phillipps's  fragment  of  a  Q.  reads  |       *  Sccena  Tertia.]  F. 
II.  ii.  92-105  ;  iii.  1-11.]  24 
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'  haue  named  vncertaine;  the  time  it  felfe  vnforted ;  and  your 
*  whole  plot  too  light,  for  the  counterpoyfe  of  fo  great  an 
'  oppojition."  14 

Say  you  fo,  lay  you  fo  ?  I  fay  vnto  you  againe,  you  are  a 
fhallow,  cowardly  hind,  and  you  lie !  What  a  lacke  braine  is 
this  !  By  the  Lord  !  our  plot  is  a  good  plot,  as  euer  was  laid  j 
our  friends  true  and  conftant :  a  good  plot,  good  friends,  [18 
and  ful  of  expectation :  an  excellent  plot,  verie  good  friends  ! 
What  a  frofty  fpirited  rogue  is  this!  Why,  my  Lord  of 
York  commends  the  plot,  and  the  generall  courfe  of  the 
A6tion !  Zoundes !  and  I  were  nowe  by  this  rafcall,  I  [22 
could  braine  him  with  his  Ladies  fanne !  Is  there  not  my 
father,  my  vncle,  and  my  felfe  ?  Lord  Edmond  Mortimer, 
my  Lord  of  Yorke,  and  Owen  Glendower  ?  is  there  not  betides 
the  Dowglas  ?  haue  I  not  all  their  letters  to  meete  me  in  [26 
armes  by  the  ninth  of  the  next  month  ?  and  are  they  not 
fome  of  them  fet  forward  alreadie  ?  What  a  pagan  rafcall 
is  this !  an  infidell !  Ha !  you  mall  fee  now,  in  very 
finceritie  of  feare  and  cold  heart,  will  hee  to  the  King,  [30 
and  lay  open  all  our  proceedings !  O  !  I  could  deuide  my 
felfe,  and  go  to  buffets,  for  mouing  fuch  a  dith  of  skim  milke 
with  fo  honorable  an  action !  Hang  him !  let  him  tell  the 
King  !  we  are  prepared !  I  will  fet  forward  to  night !  34 

Enter  his  Lady  (KATHARINE  PERCY). 

How  now,  Kate !  I  muft  leaue  you  within  thefe  two  houres. 

Lady.  O,  my  good  Lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone? 
For  what  offence  haue  I,  this  fortnight,  bin 
A  banifht  woman  from  my  Harries  bed?  38 

Tel  me,  fweet  Lord,  what  iff  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  ftomacke,  pleafure,  and  thy  goulden  fleepe  ? 
Why  doft  thou  bend  thine  eies  vpon  the  earth, 
And  flart  fo  often  when  thou  fitft  alone  ?  42 

Why  haft  thou  loft  the  frefh  bloud  in  thy  cheekes ; 
And  giuen  my  treafures,  and  my  rights  of  thee, 
To  thicke  eyde  muling,  and  curft  melancholy  ? 
In  thy  faint  Humbers,  I  by  thee  haue  watcht,  46 

And  heard  thee  *  murmur  tales  of  yron  wars  ; 

•47.  thee  murmur  tales]  Q2.     the  murmur,  tales  Q. 
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Speake  tearmes  of  mannage  to  thy  bounding  fteed ; 
Cry,  '  Courage !  to  the  field ! '     And  thou  haft  talkt 
Of  Tallies,  and  retyresj  of  trenches,  tents  $  50 

Of  pallizadoes,  frontiers,  parapets  5 
Of  bafilisks,  of  canon,  culuerin  5 
Of  prifoners  ranfome,  and  of  foldiors  flaine  3 
And  all  the  currents  of  a  heddy  fight.  54 

Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  bin  fo  at  war, 
And  thus  hath  fo  beftird  thee  in  thy  fleepe, 
That  beads  of  fweat  haue  ftood  vpon  thy  brow, 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late  difturbed  ftreamej  58 

And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motions  haue  appeard, 
Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftraine  their  breath, 
On  fome  great  fuddain  heft !     O !  what  portents  are  thefe  ? 
Some  heauy  bufinefTe  hath  my  Lord  in  hand,  62 

And  I  muft  know  it,  elfe  he  loues  me  not ! 
Hot.  What,  ho  ! 

Enter  Seruant. 

Is  Gilliams  with  the  packet  gone  ? 

Ser.  He  is,  my  Lord,  an  houre  ago.  65 

Hot.  Hath  Butler  brought  thofe  horfes  from  the  Sheriffe  ? 

Ser.  One  horfe,  my  Lord,  he  brought  euen  now. 

Hot.  What  horfe  ?     Roane  ?  a  cropeare,  is  it  not  ? 

Ser.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

Hot.  That  roane  {hall  be  my  throne.     69 

Wei,  I  will  backe  him  ftraight :  O  Efperance  1 — 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  Parke !         [Exit  Seruant. 

La.  But  heare  you,  my  Lord ! 

Hot.  What  faift  thou,  my  Lady  ?  73 

La.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot.  Why,  my  horfe,  (my  loue !)  my  horfe ! 

La.  Out !  you  madhedded  ape  ! 
A  weazel  hath  not  fuch  a  deale  of  fpleene  J*] 

As  you  are  toft  with !     In  faith, 
He  knowe  your  bufinefTe,  Harry,  that  I  will ! 
I  feare  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  ftir 

54.     currents]     Q.         'currents  I  phorically,   with  reference  f.o  the 
Capell.  currents  may  be  used  meta-  |  varying  fortunes  of  a  bame. 
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About  his  title,  and  hath  fent  for  you  81 

To  line  his  enterprife :  but  if  you  go  .  .  . 

Hot.  So  far  a  foot,  I  fhal  be  weary,  loue. 

La.  Come  !  come  !  you  Paraquito  !  anfwere  me 
Dire&ly  vnto  this  queftion  that  I  aske  !    [Takes  his  hand.   85 
In  faith,  ile  breake  thy  little  finger,  Harry, 
And  if  thou  wilt  not  tel  me  all  things  true ! 

Hot.  Away! 
Away,  you  trifler !  '  Loue ' !  I  loue  thee  not,  89 

I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate !  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips : 
We  muft  haue  bloudy  nofes,  and  crackt  crownes, 
And  pane  them  currant  too  !     (Gods  me !  my  horfe !)         93 
What  faift  thou,  Kate  ?  what  wouldft  thou  haue  with  me  ? 

La.  Do  you  not  loue  me  ?  do  you  not,  indeed  ? 
Wei,  do  not,  then  j  for,  fince  you  loue  me  not, 
I  will  not  loue  my  felfe.     Do  you  not  loue  me  ?  97 

Nay,  tel  me  if  you  fpeake  in  ieft  or  no! 

Hot.  Come !  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 
And,  when  I  am  a  horfebacke,  I  will  fweare 
I  loue  thee  infinitely.     But  harke  you,  Kate !  101 

I  muft  not  haue  you  henceforth  queftion  me 
Whither  I  go,  nor  reafon  where  about : 
Whither  I  muft,  I  muft ;  and,  to  conclude, 
This  euening  muft  I  leaue  you,  gentle  Kate.  105 

I  know  you  wife ;  but  yet  no  farther  wife 
Then  Harry  Perries  wife :  conftant  you  are  j 
But  yet  a  woman  :  and,  for  fecrecy, 

No  Lady  cioferj  for  I  well  beleeue  109 

Thou  wilt  not  vtter  what  thou  doft  not  know  5 
And  fo  far  wil  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

La.  How!  'fofar'? 

Hot.  Not  an  inch  further!     But  harke  you,  Kate!        J 13 
Whither  I  go,  thither  fhal  you  go  too : 

To  day  will  I  fet  forth,  to  morrow  you.  1 15 

Will  this  content  you,  Kate  ? 

La.  It  muft,  of  force.  [Exeunt. 
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Actus  SecundllS.     Scena   Quarta* 
Eastcheap.     The  Boars  Head  Tauern. 

Prin.  Ned !  preethe  come  out  of  that  fat  roome,  and  lende 
me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poi.  Where  haft  bin,  Hal  ?  3 

Prin.  With  three  or  foure  loggerheades,  amongeft  three  or 
fourefcore  hogfheades.  I  haue  founded  the  verie  bafe  firing 
of  humilitie.  Sirrha,  I  am  fworne  brother  to  a  leafh  of 
drawers  j  and  can  call  them  all  by  their  chriften  names,  as 
Tom,  Dicke,  and  Francis.  They  take  it  already  vpon  their  [8 
faluation,  that,  though  I  be  but  Prince  of  Wales,  yet  I  am  the 
King  of  Curtefie ;  and  tel  me  flatly  I  am  no  proud  Iacke,  like 
Faljialffe,  but  ' a  Corinthian,'  '  a  lad  of  metall,'  '  a  good  boy,' 
(by  the  Lord !  fo  they  call  me,)  and,  when  I  am  King  of  [12 
England,  I  fhall  command  all  the  good  lads  in  Eajtcheape. 
They  call  drinking  deepe,  '  dying  fcarlet ' ;  and,  when  you 
breath  in  your  watering,  they  cry  '  hem ! '  and  bid  you  play 
it  off.  To  conclude,  I  am  fo  good  a  pronciewt  in  one  [16 
quarter  of  an  houre,  that  I  can  drinke  with  any  Tinker  in  his 
owne  language,  during  my  life.  I  tell  thee,  Ned,  thou  haft 
loft  much  honour,  that  thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  action. 
But,  fweete  Ned !  (to  fweeten  which  name  of  '  Ned  ',  I  [20 
giue  thee  this  peniworth  of  fugar,  clapt  euen  now  into  my 
hand  by  an  vnderskinker,  one  that  neuer  fpake  other  Engli/h 
in  his  life  then  •  Eight  fhillings  and  fixe  pence  ! '  and  '  You 
are  welcome ! '  with  this  fhrill  addition,  '  Anon,  anon,  [24 
fir  !  skore  a  pint  of  baftard  in  the  Halfe  Moone ! '  or  fo  :)  But, 
Ned,  to  driue  awaie  the  time  till  Faljialffe  come,  I  preethe, 
doe  thou  ftande  in  fome  by-roome,  while  I  queftion  my  puny 
drawer  to  what  end  he  gaue  me  the  fugar  5  and  do  [28 
thou  neuer  leaue  calling  '  Frances ! '  that  his  tale  to  me  may 
bee  nothing  but  ' Anon  ! '  Step  afide  and  ile  fhew  thee  a 
prefident.t  [Exit  POINES. 

Po.   [within]   Frances!  32 

Prin.  Thou  art  perfect. 

Poines.i   [within]   Frances  ' 

*  Scena  Quarta.']  F.  +31.  president]  F.     present  Q. 
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Enter  Drawer  (FRANCES). 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir!  ULooke  downe  into  the  Pom- 
garnet,  Ralphe !  $6 

Prin.  Come  hether,  Frances  ' 

Fran.  My  Lord  ? 

Prin.  How  long  haft  thou  to  feme,  Frances  ? 

Fran.  Forfooth,  fiue  yeeres,  and  as  much  as  to  .  .  .  40 

Poi.   [within]   Frances! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir ! 

Prin.  '  Fiue  yeare ' !  berlady,  a  long  leafe  for  the  clinking 
of  pewter!  But,  Frances,  dareft  thou  be  fo  valiant,  as  to 
play  the  cowarde  with  thy  Indenture,  and  fhewe  it  a  faire 
paire  of  heeles,  and  run  from  it  ?  46 

Fran.  O  Lord,  fir !  ile  be  fworne  vpon  all  the  bookes  in 
England,  I  could  find  in  my  hart  .  .  . 

Poin.   \_within~]   Frances! 

Fran.  Anon,  fir !  50 

Prin.  How  old  art  thou,  Frances  ? 

Fran.  Let  me  fee, — about  Michelmas  next  I  ihalbe  .  .  . 

Poin.   [within]   Frances! 

Fran.  Anon,  fir !     11  Pray  ftay  a  little,  my  Lord !  54 

Prin.  Nay,  but  harke  you,  Frances!  for  the  fugar  thou 
gaueft  me, — twas  a  peniworth,  waft  not  ? — 

Fran.  O  Lord,  I  would  it  had  bin  two ! 

Prince.  I  will  giue  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound :  aske  me 
when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  {halt  haue  it.  59 

Poin.   [Within]   Frances  t 

Fran.  Anon,  anon ! 

Prin.  'Anon',  Frances?  No,  Frances;  but  to  morrow, 
Frances;  or,  Frances,  a  Thurfday;  or,  indeede,  Fr ounces, 
when  thou  wilt.     But,  Fraunces,  ...  64 

Fran.  My  Lord  ? 

Prin.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  Leathern  Ierkin,  Criftall  button, 
Not-pated,  Agat  ring,  Puke  flocking,  Caddice  garter,  Smothe 
tongue,  Spanijh  pouch  ?  68 

Fran.  O  Lord,  fir !  who  do  you  meane  ? 

Prin.  "Why,  then,  your  brown  baftard  is  your  only  drinke ; 
for  looke  you,  Fraunces,  your  white  canuas  doublet  will  fulley. 
In  Barbary,  fir,  it  cannot  come  to  fo  much.  72 
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Fran.  What,  fir  ? 
Poin.   [within']   Frances! 

Prin.  Away,  you  rogue  !  doft  thou  not  heare  them  cal  ?  73 
[Here  they  both  cal  him ;  the  Drawer  Jiands  amazed,  not 
knowing  which  way  to  go. 

Enter  Vintner. 

Vint.  What!  ftandft  thou  ftil,  and  hearft  fuch  a  calling? 
Looke  to  the  guefts  within  !  [Exit  FKANCES.]  U  My  Lord,  old 
Sir  Iohn,  with  halfe  a  douzen  more,  are  at  the  doore  :  fhal  I  let 
them  in  ?  79 

Pri.  Let  them  alone  awhile,  and  then  open  the  doore. 
[Exit  Vintner.]  Poines  i 

Re-enter  Poines. 

Pot.  Anon,  anon,  fir ! 

Prince.  Sirrha,  Faljlalffe  and  the  reft  of  the  theeues  are  at 
the  doore  :  fhall  we  be  merrie  ?  84 

Po.  As  merry  as  Crickets,  my  lad  !  But  harke  ye !  what 
cunning  match  haue  you  made  with  this  ieft  of  the  Drawer  ? 
come !  whats  the  iffue  ?  87 

Prin.  I  am  now  of  all  humors,  that  haue  fhewed  them- 
felues  humors,  fince  the  oulde  dayes  of  good  man  Adam,  to 
the  pupill  age  of  this  prefent  twelue  a  clocke  at  midnight. 
11  Whats  a  clocke,  Frances  P 

Fran,   [within']  Anon,  anon,  fir !  92 

Pr.  That  euer  this  fellowe  fhould  haue  fewer  wordes  then 
a  Parrat,  and  yet  the  fonne  of  a  woman  !  His  induftrie  is  vp 
ftaires  and  down  ftaires ;  his  eloquence  the  parcel  of  a  reckon- 
ing. I  am  not  yet  of  Percy es  minde,  the  Hot/pur  of  the  [96 
North  j  he  that  kils  mee  fome  fixe  or  feuen  douzen  of  Scots 
at  a  breakefaft,  wafhes  his  handes,  and  faies  to  his  wife,  '  Fie 
vpon  this  quiet  life  !  I  want  worke.'  '  O  my  fweet  Harry  !  ' 
(faies  fhe,)  '  how  manie  haft  thou  kild  to  day  ? '  '  Giue  [100 
my  roane  horfe  a  drench  ! '  (fayes  hee,)  and  aunfwers  '  Some 
foureteene,'  an  houre  after :  '  a  trifle,  a  trifle  ! '  I  preethe  call 
in  Faljlalffe :  ile  play  Percy ;  and  that  damnde  brawne  fhall 
play  Dame  Mortimer  his  wife,  f  Riuo  ' '  faies  the  drunkarde. 
Call  in  Ribs !  cal  in  Tallow !  105 
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Enter  Falstaffe,  Bardoll,  and  Peto  ;  followed  by 
Frances  with  Wine. 

Poin.  Welcome,  Iacke  !  where  haft  thou  bin  ? 

Falji.  A  plague  of  al  cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  vengeance  too ! 
marry,  and  Amen ! — [To  Fra.]  Giue  me  a  cup  of  [108 
facke,  boy ! — Eare  I  lead  this  life  long,  ile  fow  neather  flocks 
and  mend  them,  and  foote  them  too!  A  plague  of  all 
cowards! — Giue  me  a  cup  of  facke,  rogue!  [Cup  giuen 
him] — Is  there  no  vertue  extant?  [He  drinketh.  112 

Prin.  Didft  thou  neuer  fee  Titan  kifTe  a  difh  of  butter  ? 
pittifull  harted  Titan,  that  melted  at  the  fweet  tale  of  the 
fonnes  !  if  thou  didft,  then  behold  that  compound  !  115 

Falji.  You  rogue !  heeres  lime  in  this  facke  too !  there  is 
nothing  but  rogery  to  be  found  in  villanous  man :  yet  a 
cowarde  is  worfe  then  a  cup  of  facke  with  lime  in  it. — A 
villanous  cowarde !  Go  thy  waies,  old  lacke  ;  die  when  [1 19 
thou  wilt :  if  manhood,  good  manhood,  be  not  forgot  vpon 
the  face  of  the  earth,  then  am  I  a  fhotten  herring !  There 
hues  not  three  good  men  vnhangde  in  England ;  and  one  of 
them  is  fat,  and  growes  old  :  God  helpe  the  while  !  A  [123 
bad  world,  I  fay !  I  would  I  were  a  weauer !  I  could  ling 
pfalmes,  or  any  thing.     A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  fay  ftill ! 

Prin.  How  now,  Wolfacke !  what  mutter  you  ?  126 

Falji.  A  kings  fonne !  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 
kingdom  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  driue  all  thy  fubiects 
afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  wild  geefe,  ile  neuer  weare  haire  on 
my  face  more!     You,  Prince  of  Wales !  130 

Prin.  Why,  you  horefon  round-man,  whats  the  matter  ? 

Falji.  Are  not  you  a  cowarde  ?  aunfwere  mee  to  that !  and 
Poines  there  ? 

Poin.  Zoundes !  ye  fat  paunch,  and  ye  call  me  '  cowarde ', 
by  the  Lord,  ile  ftab  thee !  135 

Falji.  I  call  thee  'cowarde'!  Ile  fee  thee  damnde  ere  I 
call  thee  '  coward ' :  but  I  woulde  giue  a  thoufand  pound  I 
could  runne  as  faft  as  thou  canft.     You  are  ftreight  enough  in 


115.  of  the  sonnes]  Q.  Phaeton 
is  referred  to,  who  by  his  'tale' 
obtained  the  horses  of  his  father 
Apollo.     See  Met.,  lib.  ii.,  where 


— atl.  118 — Apollo  is  called  Titan. 
For  the  double  genitive,  cp.  e.  g. 
IV.  i.  73,  p.  62. 

31  [II.  iv.  106-138. 


The  Hijlorie  of 

the  fhouldersj  you  care  not  who  fees  your  backer  call  [139 
you  that  backing  of  your  friends?  A  plague  vpon  fuch 
backing !  giue  me  them  that  will  face  me !  IT  Giue  me  a 
cup  of  facke !     I  am  a  rogue  if  I  drunke  to  day  !  142 

Prin.  O  villain  !  thy  lips  are  fcarfe  wipt  fince  thou  drunkft 
laft !  [A  cup  giuen  to  Falst. 

Falfl.  All  is  one  for  that.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  ftill 
fay  I !  [He  drinketh.  146 

Prin.  Whats  the  matter  ? 

Fa/Ji.  '  Whats  the  matter ' !  there  be  foure  of  vs  here  haue 
tane  a  thoufand  pound  this  day  morning. 

Prin.  Where  is  it,  Iacke  P  where  is  it  ?  150 

Fal.  '  Where  is  it ' !  taken  from  vs,  it  is  :  a  hundred  vppon 
poore  foure  of  vs. 

Prin.  What!  a  'hundred',  man?  153 

Faljl.  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  were  not  at  halfe  fword  with  a 
douzen  of  them  two  houres  together!  I  haue  fcapt  by 
myracle.  I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  doublet, 
foure  through  the  hofej  my  buckler  cut  through  [157 
and  through  j  my  fworde  hackt  like  a  handfaw,  eccejignum.  1 
[Draws  his  sword]  I  neuer  dealt  better  fince  I  was  a  man: 
al  would  not  do.  A  plague  of  all  cowards !  Let  them 
fpeake !  [Points  to  BARD.  &  Peto]  if  they  fpeake  more  or  leffe 
then  truth,  they  are  villains,  and  the  fonnes  of  darknefle.   162 

Prince*  Speake,  firs  !  how  was  it  ? 

Rq(f}  (Bardoll.)  We  foure  fet  vpon  fome  douzen,  .  .  . 

Falfl.  Sixteene,  at  leaft,  my  Lord. 

Rojf.  {Bardoll.)  And  bound  them.  166 

Peto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Fa/Ji.  You  rogue !  they  were  bounde,  euerie  man  of  them  j 
or  I  am  a  lew  elfe  !  an  Elrew  lew  !  169 

RoJJl  (Bardoll.)  As  we  were  tharing,  fome  fixe  or  feuen 
freih  men  fet  vpon  vs,  .  .  . 

Faljl.  And  vnbound  the  reft,  and  then  come  in  the  other. 

Prin.  What !  fought  you  with  them  all  ?  173 

Faljl.  *  Al* !  I  know  not  what  you  cal  '  al  * ;  but  if  I 
fought  not  with  fiftie  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radilh  !  if 
there  were  not  two  or  three  and  fiftie  vpon  poore  olde  Iacke, 
then  am  I  no  two  legd  Creature!  177 

*i63.  Prince]  F.  Gad.  Q.  '  Ross.  See  note  on  I.  ii.  153,  p.  8. 
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Prin.  Pray  God  you  haue  not  murdred  fome  of  them ! 

Falft.  Nay,  thats  paft  praying  for :  I  haue  pepperd  two 
of  them  5  Two  I  am  fure  I  haue  paied,  two  rogues  in 
buckrom  futes.  I  tel  thee  what,  Hall,  if  I  tell  thee  a  [181 
lie,  fpit  in  my  face,  '  call  me  horfe  ! '  Thou  knoweft  my  olde 
warde:  [Puts  himself  in  a  posture  of  defence.']  here  I  lay, 
and  thus  I  bore  my  poynt.  Foure  rogues  in  Buckrom  let  driue 
at  me,  ...  185 

Prin.  What,  '  foure  '  ?  thou  faidft  but  two  euen  now. 

Falft.  '  Foure',  Hal;  I  told  thee  'foure'. 

Poin.  I,  I,  he  faid  ■  foure '.  188 

Fal.  Thefe  foure  came  all  a  front,  and  mainely  thruft  at 
me.  I  made  me  no  more  adoe,  but  tooke  all  their  feuen 
points  in  my  target,  thus  ! 

Prin.  *  Seuen  '  ?  why,  there  were  but  foure  euen  now  ! 

Falft.  In  Buckrom?  193 

Po.  I,  foure,  in  Buckrom  fuites. 

Falft.  Seuen,  by  thefe  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villaine  elfe ! 

Pr.  Preethe  let  him  alone  5  we  lhall  haue  more  anon. 

Falft.  Doeft  thou  heare  me,  Hal?  19; 

Prince.  I,  and  marke  thee  too,*  Iacke. 

Falft.  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftning  to.  Thefe  nine 
in  Buckrom  that  I  told  thee  of,  .  .  . 

Prince.  So,  two  more  alreadie.  201 

Falft.  Their  points  being  broken,  .  .  . 

Poy.  Downe  fell  their  hofe. 

Falft.  Began  to  giue  me  ground :  but  I  followed  me  clofe, 
came  in,  foot  and  hand  5  and,  with  a  thought,  feuen  of  the 
eleuen  I  paid  !  206 

Prin.  O  monftrous!  eleuen  Buckrom  men  growne  out 
of  two !  208 

Fal.  But,  as  the  diuell  would  haue  it,  three  misbegotten 
knaues  in  Kendall  greene  came  at  my  backe,  and  let  driue 
at  mee :  for  it  was  fo  darke,  Hal,  that  thou  couldeft  not  fee 
thy  hand.  212 

Prin.  Thefe  lies  are  like  their  father  that  begets  them; 
grofle  as  a  mountaine,  open,  palpable  !  Why,  thou  clay  braind 
guts  !  thou  knotty-pated  foole !  thou  horefon,  obfcene,  greafie 
tallow-catch!  ...  216 

♦198.  too]  Q2.     to  Q. 
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Falfi.  What !  art  thou  mad  ?  art  thou  mad  ?  is  not  the 
truth  the  truth  ? 

Pr.  Why,  how  couldft  thou  know  thefe  men  *  in  Kendal 
greene  '  when  '  it  was  fo  darke  thou  couldft  not  fee  thy  hand  '  ? 
come,  tell  vs  your  reafon  !     What  fayeft  thou  to  this  ?       221 

Po.  Come  !  your  reafon,  Iacke,  your  reafon ! 

Falji.  What !  vppon  compulfion  !  Zoundes  !  and  I  were 
at  the  ftrappado,  or  all  the  rackes  in  the  worlde,  I  would 
not  tell  you  on  compulfion  !  Giue  you  a  '  reafon '  on  com- 
pulfion !  if  reafons  were  as  plentifull  as  blackberries,  I  would 
giue  no  man  a  reafon  vppon  compulfion,  I !  227 

Prin.  lie  be  no  longer  guiltie  of  this  finne,  this  fanguine 
coward,  this  bed-preffer  5  this  horfe-backe-breaker  5  this  huge 
hill  of  nefti,  ...  230 

Fa.  Zbloud  !  you  ftarueling !  you  elfskin !  you  dried 
neatftong !  you  bulfpizzle !  you  ftockfifh  !  (O  for  breath  to 
vtter  what  is  like  thee!)  you  tailers  yard!  you  fheath !  you 
bowcafe !  you  vile  ftanding  tuck  !  .  .  .  234 

Prin.  Wei,  breath  a  while,  and  then  to  it  againe!  and 
when  thou  haft  tired  thy  felfe  in  bafe  comparifons,  heare  mee 
fpeake  but  this ! 

Po.  Marke,  Iacke  1  238 

Prin.  We  two  faw  you  foure  fet  on  foure,  and  bound 
them,  and  were  maifters  of  their  wealth.  (Marke  now,  how 
a  plaine  tale  fhall  put  you  downe  !)  Then  did  wee  two  fet 
on  you  foure  j  and,  with  a  worde,  outfac't  you  from  [242 
your  prize,  &  haue  it  j  yea,  &  can  fhew  it  you  here  in  the 
houfe  :  and,  Falftalffe,  you  carried  your  guts  away  as  nimbly, 
with  as  quicke  dexteritie,  &  roard  for  mercy,  and  ftil  run  and 
roard,  as  euer  I  heard  bul-calf.  What  a  flaue  art  thou,  [246 
to  hacke  thy  fworde  as  thou  haft  done,  and  then  fay  it  was  in 
fight !  What  tricke,  what  deuice,  what  ftarting  hole,  canft 
thou  now  find  out,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and  apparant 
ihame  ?  250 

Po.  Come !  lets  heare,  Iacke  ;  what  tricke  haft  thou  now  ? 

Falji.  By  the  Lord !  I  knew  ye  as  wel  as  he  that  made  ye ! 
Why,  heare  you,  my  maifters !  was  it  for  me  to  kill  the  heire 
apparant  ?  fhould  I  turne  vpon  the  true  prince  ?  why,  [254 
thou  knoweft  I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules:  but  beware 
inftinct !  the  lion  will  not  touch  the  true  prince.  Inftindt  is. 
II.  iv.  217-256.]  34 
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a  great  matter;  I  was  now  a  cowarde  on  inftinft.  I  fhall 
thinke  the  better  of  my  felfe,  and  thee,  during  my  life;  [258 
I  for  a  valiant  lion,  and  thou  for  a  true  prince.  But,  by  the 
Lord!  lads,  I  am  glad  you  haue  the  money. — ([To  Hostesse 
QUICKLY  within]  Hoftefle,  clap  to  the  doores !)— Watch  to 
night,  pray  to  morrowe  ! — Gallants,  lads,  boyes,  hearts  [262 
of  golde !  all  the  titles  of  good  fellowfhip  come  to  you  !  What ! 
fhall  wee  bee  merrie  ?  (hall  wee  haue  a  play  extempore  ? 

Prin.  Content !  and  the  argument  (hall  bee  thy  running 
away.  266 

Faljl.  A !  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  and  thou  loueft  me ! 

Enter  Hoftefle. 

Ho.  O  Iefu  !  my  Lord  the  Prince  ! 

Prin.  How  now,  my  Lady  the  Hoftefle !  what  faift  thou 
to  me  ?  270 

Ho.  Marry,  my  Lord,  there  is  a  noble  man  of  the  Court 
at  doore  would  fpeake  with  you :  he  faies  he  commes  from 
your  father.  273 

Prin.  Giue  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  royall1  man, 
and  fend  him  backe  againe  to  my  mother ! 

Fat.  What  maner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Hoji.  An  olde  man.  277 

Faljl.  What  doth  Grauitie  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight? 
H  Shall  I  giue  him  his  anfwere  ? 

Prin.  Preethe,  do,  Iacke  ! 

Fa.  Faith,  and  ile  fend  him  packing!  [Exit.     281 

Prin.  Now,  firs  :  birlady,  you  fought  faire  !  U  fo  did  you, 
Peto  ;  U  fo  did  you,  Bardol : — you  are  '  lions  '  too,*  you  ran 
away  vpon  '  inftinct ',  you  will  not  touch  '  the  true  prince '  j 
no,  fie  !  285 

Bar.  Faith,  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  runne. 

Prin.  Faith,  tell  me  now  in  earneft,  how  came  Faljlalffs 
fword  fo  hackt  ?  288 

Peto.  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  dagger;  and  faid  hee 
woulde  fweare  truth  out  of  England,  but  hee  would  make 
you  beleeue  it  was  done  in  fight  j  and  perfwaded  vs  to  do  the 
like.  292 

1  royall.    See  note  on  I.  ii.  133,  J      *283.  too]  Q4.   to  Q. 
p.  8.  ! 
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Bar.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  with  fpearegrafife,  to 
make  them  bleed  j  and  then  to  beflubber  our  garments  with 
it,  and  fweare  it  was  the  blood  of  true  men.  I  did  that  I  did 
not  this  feuen  yeare  before,  I  blufht  to  heare  his  monftrous 
deuices.  297 

Prin.  O  villaine  !  thou  ftoleft  a  cup  of  Sacke  eighteene 
yeares  ago,  and  wert  taken  with  the  maner,  and  euer  fince 
thou  haft  bluiht  extempore.  Thou  hadft  fire  and  fword  on 
thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ran  ft  away  !  what '  inftincl '  hadft  thou 
for  it  ?  302 

Bar.  [touching  his  nose]  My  Lord,  do  you  fee  thefe 
meteors  ?  do  you  behold  thefe  exhalations  ? 

Prin.  I  do. 

Bar.  What  thinke  you  they  portend  ?  306 

Prin.  Hot  liuers,  and  cold  purfes. 

Bar.  Choler,  my  Lord,  if  rightly  taken. 

Prin.  No,  'if  rightly  taken,'  Halter.  309 

Re-enter  Falstalffe. 

Here  commes  leane  Iacke,  here  commes  Bare  bone  !  How 
now,  my  fweete  creature  of  bumbaft!  How  long  ift  ago, 
Iacket  fince  thou  faweft  thine  owne  knee?  312 

Fal.  My  '  owne  knee ' !  when  I  was  about  thy  yeares, 
{Hall,)  I  was  not  an  Eagles  talent  in  the  waftej  I  could 
haue  crept  into  anie  Aldermans  thumbe  ring.  A  plague  of 
fighing  and  grief!  it  blowes  a  man  vp  like  a  bladder.  [316 
Thers  villainous  newes  abroade :  heere  was  Sir  Iohn  Bracy 
from  your  father:  you  muft  to  the  Court  in  the  morning. 
That  fame  mad  fellow  of  the  North,  Percie,  and  he  of  Wales, 
that  gaue  Amamon  the  baftinado,  and  made  Lucifer  [320 
cuckold,  and  fwore  the  Diuel  his  true  liegeman  vpora  the  croife 
of  a  Welfh  hooke, — what  a  plague  call  you  him  ? 

Poynes.  O,  Glendower.  323 

Falfl.  Owen,  Owen;  the  fame!  and  his  fonne  in  lawe 
Mortimer,  and  olde  Northumberland,  and  that  fprightly  Scot 
of  Scottes,  Dowglas,  that  runnes  a  horfebacke  vp  a  hill  per- 
pendicular, ...  327 

Prin.  He  that  rides  at  high  fpeede,  and  with  his  piftoll 
killes  a  fparrow  flying. 

309.    Re-enter  Falstalffe.']  Enter  Falstalffe.  Q  (after  1.  308). 
II.  iv.  293-329.]  36 
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Falft.  You  haue  hit  it. 

Prin.  So  did  he  neuer  the  fparrow !  331 

Fal.  Well,  that  rafcall  hath  good  mettall  in  him }  hee  will 
not  runne. 

Prin.  Why,  what  a  '  rafcall '  art  thou,  then,  to  praife  him  fo 
for  running !  33$ 

Fal.  A  horfebacke,  (ye  cuckoe !)  but  a  foote  hee  will  not 
budge  a  foote. 

Prin.  Yes,  Iacke,  'vpon  inftincY.  338 

Faljl.  I  grant  ye,  '  vpon  inftincV.  Well,  hee  is  there  too,* 
and  one  Mordacke,  and  a  thoufand  blew  caps  more.  Wor- 
cejier  is  ftolne  away  to  night ;  thy  fathers  beard  is  turnd 
white  with  the  newes  :  you  may  buy  land  now  as  cheape  as 
{linking  Mackrel.  343 

Prin.  Why,  then,  it  is  like  if  there  come  a  hote  Iune,  and 
this  ciuill  buffeting  hold,  we  mail  buy  maidenheads  as  they 
buy  hob  nailes,  by  the  hundreds.  346 

Falft.  By  the  maffe,  lad !  thou  faieft  true  5  it  is  like  wee 
{hall  haue  good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  mee,  Hall,  art 
not  thou  horrible  x  afearde  ?  thou  being  heire  apparant,  could 
the  world  picke  thee  out  three  fuch  enemies  againe,  as  [350 
that  fiend  Dowglas,  that  fpirit  Percy,  and  that  diuel  Glen- 
dower  ?  art  thou  not  horribly  afraid  ?  doth  not  thy  bloud 
thril  at  it  ?  $$3 

Prin.  Not  a  whit,  ifaith  !  I  lacke  fome  of  thy  '  inftincT  '. 

Falft.  Well,  thou  wilt  bee  horriblie  chidde  to  morrowe 
when  thou  commeft  to  thy  father :  if  thou  loue  mee,  pra6tife 
an  aunfwere!  357 

Prin.  Do  thou  Hand  for  my  father,  and  examine  me  vpon 
the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Falft.  Shall  I  ?  content !  This  chaire  {hall  be  my  ftate, 
this  dagger  my  fcepter,  and  this  cufhion  my  crowne.  361 

Prin.  Thy  ftate  is  taken  for  a  ioynd  ftoole,  thy  golden 
fcepter  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich  crowne  for 
a  pittifull  bald  crowne  !  364 

Falft.  Well,  and  the  fire  of  grace  bee  not  quite  out  of 
thee,  nowe   {halt   thou   be   mooued !     Giue   me   a  cup   of 

*339-  too\  Q2.    to  Q. 
1  horrible]  Q.    Cp.  invisible  =  invisibly,  John,  V.  vii.  16. 
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Sacke  to  make  my  eyes  looke  redde,  that  it  maie  bee  thought 
I  haue  wept ;  for  I  muft  fpeake  in  paflion,  and  I  will  doe  it 
in  King  Cambifes  vaine.    [Cup  giuen  to  F.  He  drinketh.  369 

Prince.  Well,  here  is  my  leg ! 

Faljl.  And  here  is  my  fpeech  !    U  Stand  afide,  Nobilitie  ! 

Hojl.  O  leful  this  is  excellent  fport,  ifaith  !  372 

Faljl.  Weepe  not,  fweet  Queenej  for  trickling  teares  are 


vain 


Hojl.  O,  the  Father  !  how  he  holds  his  countenance ! 

Fal.  For  Gods  fake,  Lords,  conuay  my  truftfull  Queene ; 
For  teares  do  flop  the  floudgates  of  her  eyes  !  376 

Hojl.  O  leful  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thefe  harlotrie 
plaiers  as  euer  I  fee ! 

Faljl.  Peace,  good  Pint-pot !  peace,  good  Tickle-braine ! 
U  Harrie,  I  doe  not  onelie  maruaile  where  thou  fpendeft  thy 
time,  but  alfo  how  thou  art  accompanied.  For  though  [381 
the  cammomill,  the  more  it  is  troden  on,  the  f after  it  growes  j 
yet  *  youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  fooner  it  weares.  That 
thou  art  my  fon,  I  haue  partly  thy  mothers  worde,  par  the  my 
owne  opinion,  but  chienie  a  villainous  tricke  of  thine  [385 
eye,  and  a  foolifh  hanging  of  thy  neather  lippe,  that  dooth 
warrant  me.  If  then  thou  bee  fonne  to  mee,  heere  lies  the 
poynt  5  why,  beeing  fonne  to  me,  art  thou  fo  pointed  at  ? 
Shal  the  bleffed  funne  of  heauen  proue  a  micherfj  and  [389 
eat  black-berries  ?  a  queftion  not  to  be  askt !  Shall  the  fonne 
of  England  proue  a  theefe,  and  take  purfes?  a  queftion  to 
be  askt.  There  is  a  thing,  Harry,  which  thou  haft  often 
heard  of,  and  it  is  knowne  to  many  in  our  land  by  the  [393 
name  of  'pitch.'  This  pitch  (as  ancient  writers  do  report)  doth 
defile  5  fo  doth  the  companie  thou  keepeft  :  for,  Harrie,  now 
I  do  not  fpeake  to  thee  in  drinke,  but  in  teares  5  not  in  plea- 
fure,  but  in  paflion ;  not  in  words  onely,  but  in  woes  [397 
alfo  :  and  yet  there  is  a  vertuous  man,  whom  I  haue  often 
noted  in  thy  companie,  but  I  know  not  his  name.  399 

Prin.  What  maner  of  man,  and  it  like  your  Maieftie? 

Fal.  A  goodly  portly  man,  ifayth,  and  a  corpulent ;  of  a 
cheerful   looke,  a  pleafing  eie,  and  a  moft  noble    cariage ; 


375.  trustful[\  Q.    tristful  Rowe 
and  Bering  MS.    tristfull  occurs  in 
Hamlet  (F.  text),  III.  iv.  50. 
II.  iv.  367-402.]  38 
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and,  as  I  thinke,  his  age  fome  fiftie,  or,  birladie,  inclining  to 
threefcore  j  and  no  we  I  remember  me,  his  name  is  Falftalffe  : 
if  that  man  fhoulde  bee  lewdly  giuen,  hee  deceiueth  [405 
me  -,  For,  Harry,  I  fee  vertue  in  his  lookes  !  If  then  the 
tree  may  bee  knowne  by  the  fruit,  as  the  fruit  by  the  tree, 
then,  peremptorily  I  fpeake  it,  there  is  vertue  in  that  Fal- 
jlalffe  :  him  keepe  with ;  the  reft  banifh  !  And  tell  me  [409 
now,  thou  naughtie  varlet !  tell  me  where  haft  thou  beene 
this  month  ? 

Prin.  Doft  thou  fpeake  like  a  king  ?  Do  thou  ftand  for 
me,  and  ile  play  my  father !  413 

Fal.  Depofe  me !  if  thou  doft  it  halfe  fo  grauely,  fo 
maieftically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  vp  by  the 
heeles  for  a  rabbet  fucker,  or  a  poulters  Hare ! 

Prin.  Well,  here  I  am  fet.  417 

Fal.  And  here  I  ftand :  1F  iudge,  my  maifters  ! 

Prin.  Now,  Harry,  whence  come  you  ? 

Fal.  My  noble  Lord,  from  Eajlcheape. 

Prin.  The  complaints  I  heare  of  thee  are  greeuous.       421 

Fal.  Zbloud  !  my  Lord,  they  are  falfe !  IT  nay,  ile  tickle 
ye  for  a  yong  prince,  I  faith  !  423 

Prin.  Sweareft  thou,  vngratious  boy  ?  hence  forth,  nere 
looke  on  me !  Thou  art  violently  carried  awaie  from  grace  : 
there  is  a  diuell  haunts  thee  in  the  likeneffe  of  an  olde  fat 
man  j  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  companion.  Why  doeft  [427 
thou  conuerfe  with  that  Trunke  of  Humours,  that  Boulting- 
hutch  of  Beaftlinefle,  that  fwolne  Parcell  of  Dropfies,  that 
huge  Bombard  of  Sacke,  that  ftuft  Cloakebag  of  Guts,  that 
rofted  Manningtre  Oxe  with  the  pudding  in  his  belly,  [43 1 
that  reuerent  Vice,  that  gray  Iniquity,  that  Father  Ruffian, 
that  Vanity  in  yeares  ?  Wherein  is  he  good,  but  to  taft  facke 
and  drinke  it  ?  wherein  neat  and  clenly,  but  to  carue  a  capon 
and  eat  it?  wherein  cunning,  but  in  craft?  wherein  [435 
crafty,  but  in  villany  ?  wherein  villanous,  but  in  al  things  ? 
wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing  ? 

Fal.  I  would  your  Grace  would  take  me  with  you  :  whome 
meanes  your  Grace  ?  439 

Prin.  That  villanous  abhominable  mifleader  of  youth,  Fal- 
ftalffe !  that  olde  white  bearded  Sathan  ! 

Fal.   My  Lord,  the  man  I  know. 
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Prin.  I  know  thou  doeft. !  443 

Fal.  But  to  fay  I  knowe  more  harme  in  him  then  in  my 
felfe,  were  to  fay  more  then  I  know.  That  he  is  olde,  (the 
more  the  pittie  !)  his  white  haires  doe  witneffe  it ;  but  that 
he  is  (failing  your  reuerence)  a  whoremafter,  that  I  [447 
vtterlie  denie  !  If  facke  and  fugar  be  a  fault,  God  helpe  the 
wicked!  if  to  be  olde  and  merry,  be  a  fin,  then  many  an  old 
hoft  that  I  know,  is  damnd  :  if  to  be  fat,  be  to  be  hated,  then 
Pharaos  leane  *  kine  are  to  be  loued.  No !  my  good  [45 1 
Lord  5  banifh  Peto,  banifli  Bardoll,  banifh  Poines !  but,  for 
fweet  Iacke  Faljlalffe,  kinde  Iacke  Faljlalffe,  true  Iacke  Fal- 
jlalffe, valiant  Iacke  Faljlalffe,  (&  therfore  more  valiant, 
being,  as  he  is,  old  Iacke  Faljlalffe,)  banifh  not  him  thy  [455 
Harries  companie,  banifh  not  him  thy  Harries  companie ! 
banifh  plumpe  Iacke,  and  banifh  all  the  world ! 
Prin.  I  do,  I  will !  {Knocking  within. 

[Exeunt  Hostesse  and  Bardoll. 


Re-enter  Bardoll,  running. 

Bar.  O  my  Lord,  my  Lord!  the  Sheriffe,  with  a  moft 
monflrous  watch,  is  at  the  doore.  460 

Falft.  Out,  ye  rogue !  U  Play  out  the  play  !  I  haue  much 
to  fay  in  the  behalfe  of  that  Faljlalffe. 

Re-enter  the  Hofteffe. 

Hojl.  O  Ieju  !  my  Lord,  my  Lord !  .  .  .  463 

Prin.  Heigh,  heigh !  the  Deuil  rides  vpon  a  fiddle  fticke  : 

whats  the  matter  ? 

Hojl.  The  Sheriffe  and  al  the  watch  are  at  the  doore !  they 

are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe  !     Shall  I  let  them  in  ?         467 
Faljl.  Doeft  thou  heare,  Hal  ?  neuer  call  a  true  piece  of 

golde  a  counterfet !  thou  art  effentially  made  1  without  feem- 

ing  fo. 

Prin.  And  thou  a  naturall  coward  without '  inftincl: '.     471 
Faljl.  I  deny  your  Maior :  if  you  wil  deny  the  Sheriffe, 

fo  :  if  not,  let  him  enter !     If  I  become  not  a  Cart  as  well  as 

♦451.  leane]  Q2.     lane  Q.  l  made  =  mad. 
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another  man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  vp !  I  hope  I  fhall 
as  foone  bee  ftrangled  with  a  halter  as  another !  475 

Prin.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  Arras  !  II  the  reft,  walke  vp 
aboue ! — Now,  my  matters,  for  a  true  face,  and  good  confcience ! 

Falfl.  Both  which  I  haue  had ;  but  their  date  is  out,  and 
therefore  ile  hide  me. 

Prin.  Call  in  the  Sheriffe  !  480 

[Exeunt  all  except  the  Prince  and  Peto. 

Enter  Sheriffe  and  the  Carrier. 

Pun.  Now,  Mailer  Sheriffe  !  what  is  your  wil  with  rrie  ? 

Sher.  Firft,  pardon  me,  my  Lord !     A  hue  and  crie 
Hath  followed  certaine  men  vnto  this  houfe. 

Prin.  What  men  ?  484 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gratious  Lorde, 
A  grofle  fat  man. 

Car.  As  fat  as  butter  ! 

Prin.  The  man,  I  do  aflure  you,  is  not  here;  487 

For  I  my  felfe  at  this  time  haue  emploid  him  : 
And,  Sheriffe,  I  will  ingage  my  word  to  thee, 
That  I  will,  by  to  morrow  dinner  time, 
Send  him  to  anfwere  thee  or  any  man, 

For  any  thing  he  fhall  be  charg'd  withal :  492 

And  fo  let  me  intreat  you,  leaue  the  houfe. 

Sher.  I  will,  my  Lord.     There  are  two  gentlemen 
Haue,  in  this  robbery,  loft  300.  markes. 

Prin.  It  may  be  fo  :  if  he  haue  robd  thefe  men,  496 

He  fhal  be  anfwerablej  and  fo  farewell ! 

She.  God  night,  my  noble  Lord ! 

Prin.  I  thinke  it  is  god  morrow,  is  it  not  ? 

She.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  thinke  it  be  two  a  clocke.       <oo 

[Exit  with  Carrier. 

Prin.  This  oylie  rafcall  is  knowne  as  well  as  Poules  I  goe 
call  him  forth  ! 

Peto.  [calls]  Faljialffe !— [Lifts  the  Arras,  and  discouers 
FALSTAFFE.]  Faft  afleepe  behind  the  Arras  j  and  fnorting 
like  a  horfe  !  505 

Prin.  Harke  how  hard  he  fetches  breath!  Search  his 
pockets ! 

[He  (PETO)  fearcheth  his  pocket,  andjindeth  certaine  papers. 
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Pr.  What  haft  thou  found  ? 

Pet.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  Lord.  5^9 

Prin.  Lets  fee  what  they  be :  read  them  ! 

Peto*  [reads]   '  Item,  a  capon.        .         .  2.s,  ii.d. 

Item,  fawce.        .  .  .  .  .  .         .  iiij.d. 

Item,  facke,  two  gallons.     .....      v.s,viij.d. 

Item,  anchaues  and  facke  after  fupper.  .  2.s,vj.d. 

Item,  bread.        .......  ob.'1 

Prince.f  O  monftrous  !  but  one  halfepeniworth  of  bread  to 
this  intolerable  deale  of  fack !  What  there  is  elfe,  keepe  clofe ; 
weel  read  it  at  more  aduantage :  there  let  him  fleepe  till  day. 
He  to  the  Court  in  the  morning.  We  muft  all  to  the  [519 
wars  j  and  thy  place  fhal  be  honorable.  He  procure  this  fat 
rogue  a  charge  of  foot  5  and  I  know  his  death  will  bee  a 
march  of  twelue  skore.  The  money  fhall  bee  paid  backe 
againe  with  aduantage.  Bee  with  me  X  betimes  in  the  morn- 
ing! and,  fo  good  morrow,  Peto!  524 

Peto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  Lord  !  [Exeunt. 


A6ius  Tertius.     Scena  Prima.§ 
Bangor.     The  Archdeacons  House. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  Lord  Mortimer,  Owen 
Glendower. 

Mor.  Thefe  promifes  are  faire,  the  parties  fure. 
And  our  induction  ful  of  profperous  hope. 

Hot.  Lord  Mortimer,  U  and  coofen  Glendower, 
Wil  you  lit  down  ?  4. 

IT  And  Vncle  JJrorceJler  : — a  plague  vpon  it ! 
I  haue  forgot  the  map. 

Glendow.  No,  here  it  is ! 

Sit,  Coofen  Percy ;  fit,  good  Coofen  Hot/pur, 
For  by  that  name,  as  oft  as  Lancqfter  8 

Doth  fpeake  of  you,  his  cheeke  lookes  pale,  and  with 

*5H.   Peto.]Y.  J523.  me]  Q2.     the  Q. 

1  ob.  =obolus,  halfpenny.  §  Actus  Tertius.     Scena  Prima.'] 
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A  rifing  figh  hee  wiiheth  you  in  heauen. 

Hot.  And  you  in  hell,  as  oft  as  he  heares  Owen  Glendower 
fpoke  of.  12 

Glen.  I  cannot  blame  him  :  at  my  natiuity, 
The  front  of  heauen  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes 
Of  burning  creflets  ;  and,  at  my  birth, 

The  frame  and  huge  foundation  of  the  earth  16 

Shaked  like  a  coward. 

Hot.  Why,  fo  it  woulde  haue  done  at  the  fame  feafon  if 
your  mothers  cat  had  but  kittend,  though  your  felfe  had 
neuer  beene  borne.  20 

Glen.  I  fay,  the  earth  did  make  when  I  was  borne. 

Hot.  And  I  fay,  the  earth  was  not  of  my  mind, 
If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  fhooke.  23 

Glen.  The  heauens  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did  tremble. 

Hot.  Oh,  then  the  earth  fhooke  to  fee  the  heauens  on  fire, 
And  not  in  feare  of  your  natiuity.  26 

Difeaied  Nature  oftentimes  breakes  forth 
In  ftrange  eruptions ;  oft  the  teeming  earth 
Is,  with  a  kind  of  collicke,  pincht  and  vext, 
By  the  imprifoning  of  vnruly  wind  30 

Within  her  vvombe  j  which,  for  enlargement  firming, 
Shakes  the  old  Beldame  Earth,  and  topples  down 
Steeples  and  mofiegrown  towers.     At  your  birth, 
Our  Grandam  Earth,  hauing  this  diftemprature,  34 

In  pafsion  fhooke. 

Glen.  Coofen !  of  many  men 

I  do  not  beare  thefe  crofsings !     Giue  me  leaue 
To  tell  you  once  againe  that,  at  my  birth, 
The  front  of  heauen  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes ;  38 

The  goates  ran  from  the  mountaines  j  and  the  heards 
Were  flrangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields. 
Thefe  fignes  haue  markt  me  extraordinary  -, 
And  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  fhew  42 

I  am  not  in  the  roule  of  commen  men. 
Where  is  he  liuing,  (dipt  in  with  the  fea, 
That  chides  the  bancks  of  England,  Scotland,  Wales,) 
Which  cals  me  pupil  or  hath  read  to  me  ?  46 

And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  womans  fonne, 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  waies  of  Arte, 
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And  hold  me  pace  in  deepe  experiments ! 

Hot.  I  thinke  theres  no  man  fpeakes  better  Weljfi.      He  to 
dinner.  51 

Mor.  Peace !  coofen  Percy;  you  wil  make  him  mad. 

Glen.  I  can  cal  fpirits  from  the  vafty  deepe. 

Hot.  Why,  fo  can  I ;  or  fo  can  any  man  ;  54 

But  wil  they  come  when  you  do  cal  for  them  ? 

Glen.  Why,  I  can  teach  yon,  coofen,  to  command   the 
Deuil. 

Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,  coofe,  to  fliame  the  Deuil 
By  telling  truth  :  '  Tel  truth,  and  fliame  the  Deuil ' !  58 

If  thou  haue  power  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither, 
And  ile  be  fworne  I  haue  power  to  fliame  him  hence ! 
Oh,  while  you  Hue,  '  tel  truth,  and  fliame  the  Deuil '  !         61 

Mor.  Come,  come  !  no  more  of  this  vnprofitable  chat ! 

Glen.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bullenhrooke  made  head 
Againft  my  power :  thrice  from  the  bankes  of  Wye, 
And  fandy  bottomd  Seuerne,  haue  I  fent  him  6$ 

Booteles  home,  and  weather  beaten  backe. 

Hot.  Home  without  bootes,  and  in  foule  weather  too ! 
How  fcapes  he  agues,  in  the  deuils  name  ? 

Glen.  Come !  here  is  the  map  :  lhal  we  diuide  our  right  69 
According  to  our  threefold  order  tane  ? 

Mor.  The  Archdeacon  hath  diuided  it 
Into  chree  limits,  very  equally :  [Points  to  the  Map. 

England,  from  Trent  and  Seuerne  hitherto,  73 

By  South  and  Eaft,  is  to  my  part  afsignd : 
Al  Weftward,  Wales  beyond  the  Seuerne  fliore, 
And  al  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower  :  and,  deare  coofe,  to  you  7  7 

The  remnant  Northward,  lying  off  from  Trent. 
And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawn  5 
Which  being  fealed  enterchangeably, 

(A  bulinefle  that  this  night  may  execute,)  81 

To  morrow,  coofen  Percy,  you  and  I, 
And  my  good  Lord  of  Wbrcejler,  wil  fet  forth 
To  meet  your  father,  and  the  ScottiJJi  power, 
As  is  appointed  vs,  at  Shrewsbury.  85 

My  father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 
Nor  dial  we  need  his  helpe  thefe  fourteen  daies. 
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[To  GLEN.]   Within  that  fpace  you  may  haue  drawne  together 
Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen.  89 

Glen.  A  fhorter  time  fhall  fend  me  to  you,  Lords  : 
And  in  my  conduct  (hall  your  Ladies  come  j 
From  whom  you  now  muft.  fteale  and  take  no  leaue, 
For  there  wil  be  a  world  of  water  fhed,  93 

Vpon  the  parting  of  your  wiues  and  you. 

Hot.  Me  thinks  my  moity,  North  from  Burton  here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours  : 

See  how  this  riuer  comes  me  cranking  in,  97 

And  cuts  me,  from  the  beft  of  all  my  land, 
A  huge  halfe  moone,  a  monftrous  fcantle 1  out. 
He  haue  the  currant  in  this  place  damnd  vp  j 
And  here  the  fmug  and  filuer  Trent  fhall  run  101 

In  a  new  channell,  faire  and  euenly, 
It  fhall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deepe  indent, 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottome  here. 

Glen.  f  Not  wind '?  it  fhal,  it  muft !  you  fee  it  doth.     105 

Mor.  Yea,  but 
Marke  howe  he  beares  his  courfe,  and  runs  mee  vp 
With  like  aduantage  on  the  other  fide ; 

Gelding  the  oppoled  continent  as  much  109 

As,  on  the  other  fide,  it  takes  from  you. 

Wor.  Yea,  but  a  little  charge  wil  trench  him  here, 
And  on  this  Northfide  win  this  cape  of  land  5 
And  then  he  runs  flraight  and  euen.  113 

Hot.  He  haue  it  fo :  a  little  charge  will  do  it 

Glen.  He  not  haue  it  altred  ! 

Hot.  Will  not  you  ? 

Glen.  No,  nor  you  fhall  not ! 

Hot.  Who  fhall  fay  me  •  nay '  ? 

Glen.  Why,  that  will  I !  117 

Hot.  Let  me  not  vnderftand  you,  then  !  fpeake  it  in  Welfh ! 

Glen.  I  can  fpeake  Engli/h,  Lord,  as  well  as  you  j 
For  I  was  traind  vp  in  the  Engli/h  Court ; 
Where,  being  but  yong,  I  framed  to  the  harpe  121 

Many  an  Engli/h  ditty  louely  well, 
And  gaue  the  tongue  a  helpeful  ornament ; 

1  scatitle  =  cantle. 
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A  vertue  that  was  neuer  feene  in  you. 

Hot.  Marry,  and  I  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  hart !  125 

I  had  rather  be  a  kitten  and  cry  '  mew ', 
Then  one  of  thefe  fame  miter l  ballet  mongers  j 
I  had  rather  heare  a  brazen  canfticke  turnd, 
Or  a  drie  wheel  grate  on  the  exle  treej  129 

And  that  would  fet  my  teeth  nothing  an  edge, 
Nothing  fo  much  as  minfing  poetry  : 
Tis  like  the  forc't  gate  of  a  muffling  nag. 

Glen.  Come,  you  fhal  haue  Trent  turnd.  133 

Hot.  I  do  not  care !  ile  giue  thrice  fo  much  land 
To  any  well  deferuing  friend ; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargaine  (marke  ye  me  !) 
Ile  cauill  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  haire.  137 

Are  the  Indentures  drawn  ?  fhal  we  be  gone  ? 

Glen.  The  moon  fhines  faire  j  you  may  away  by  night : 
Ile  hafte  the  writer,  and  withal 

Breake  with  your  wiues  of  your  departure  hence :  141 

I  am  afraid  my  daughter  will  run  mad, 
So  much  fhe  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  [Exit. 

Mor.  Fie,  coofen  Percy  !  how  you  crofTe  my  father  ! 

Hot.  I  cannot  chufe  :  fometime  he  angers  me  145 

With  telling  me  of  the  Moldwarp  and  the  Ant, 
Of  the  dreamer  Merlin  and  his  prophecies, 
And  of  a  Dragon  and  a  finles  Fifh, 

A  clipwingd  Griffin  and  a  molten2  Rauen,  14Q 

A  couching  Leon  and  a  ramping  Cat, 
And  fuch  a  deale  of  skimble  fcamble  ftufTe, 
As  puts  me  from  my  faith.     I  tel  you  what, 
He  held  me  laft  night,  at  leaft  nine  houres,  153 

In  reckoning  vp  the  feueral  Diuels  names, 
That  were  his  lackies  :  I  cried  f  hum ',  and  '  wel,  go  to  , 
But  markt  him  not  a  word.     O  !  he  is  as  tedious 
As  a  tyred  horfe,  a  railing  wife;  157 

Worfe  then  a  fmoky  houfe !     I  had  rather  liue 
With  cheefe  and  garlike  in  a  Windmil,  far, 
Then  feed  on  cates,  and  haue  him  talke  to  me, 
In  any  fummer  houfe  in  Chriftendome !  161 

1  miter  =  metre.  2  molten  —  moulting 
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Mor.  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman  j 
Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profited 
In  ftrange  concealements ;  valiant  as  a  lion, 
And  wondrous  affable  5  and  as  bountifull  165 

As  mines  of  India.     Shal  I  tell  you,  coofen  ? 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refpeft, 
And  curbs  himfelfe  euen  of  his  natural  fcope, 
When  you  come  crofle  his  humor  j  faith,  he  does !  169 

I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  aliue 
Might  fo  haue  tempted  him  as  you  haue  done, 
Without  the  taft  of  danger  and  reproofe : 
But  do  not  vfe  it  oft,  let  me  intreat  you !  173 

Wor.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  you  are  too  wilfull-blame ; 
And  fince  your  comming  hither  haue  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  befides  his  patience. 

You  muft  needes  learne,  Lord,  to  amend  this  fault :  177 

Though  fometimes  it  (hew  greatnes,  courage,  blond 
(And  thats  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you,) 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harm  rage, 
Defect  of  maners,  want  of  gouernment,  181 

Pride,  hautinelfe,  opinion,  and  difdaine  : 
The  leaft  of  which,  hanting  a  noble  man, 
Loofeth  mens  harts,  and  leaues  behind  a  ftaine 
Vpon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  befides,  185 

Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

Hot.  Wei,  I  am  fchoold  !  good  maners  be  your  fpeed  ! 
Here  come  our  wiues,  and  let  vs  take  our  leaue. 

Re-enter  Glendower  with  the  Ladies. 

Mor.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me;  189 

My  wife  can  fpeake  no  Engli/k,  I  no  We{fh. 

Glen.  My  daughter  weepes:  fheele  not  part  with  youj 
Sheele  be  a  fouldior  too,*  fheele  to  the  wars.  192 

Mor.  Good  father,  tell  her,  that  fhe,  and  my  Aunt  Percy, 
Shal  follow  in  your  conduct  fpeedily. 

[Glendower  tfpeakes  to  her  in  Welth,  andjhe  anfweres 
him  in  the  fame. 


174.     ivilfull-blame]     Theobald, 
willfull  blame  Q. 

•192.  too\  Q2.     to  Q. 
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Glen.  She  is  defperate  here ;  a  peeuifh  felfe wild  harlotries 
One  196 

That  no  perfwafion  can  doe  good  vpon  ! 

[The  Ladie  fpeakes  in  Welfh. 

Mor.  I  vnderftand  thy  lookes  :  that  prettie  Weljh, 
Which  thou  powreft  downe  from  thefe  fwelling  heauens, 
I  am  too  perfect  in  j  and,  but  for  fhame,  200 

In  fuch  a  parley  mould  I  anfwere  thee. 

[The  Ladie  againe  in  Welfh. 

Mor.  I  vnderftand  thy  kiffes,  and  thou  mine, 
And  thats  a  feeling  difputation : 

But  I  will  neuer  be  a  truant,  loue,  204 

Till  I  haue  learnt  thy  language  \  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Welfh  as  fweet  as  ditties  highly  pend, 
Sung  by  a  faire  Queene  in  a  fummers  bowre, 
With  rauifhing  diuifion  to  her  Lute.  208 

Glen.  Nay,  if  you  melt,  then  will  me  run  mad. 

[The  Ladie  fpeakes  againe  in  Welfh. 

Mor.  O,  I  am  ignorance  it  felfe  in  this ! 

Glen.  She  bids  you,  on  the  wanton  rufhes  lay  you  downe, 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  vpon  her  lap,  212 

And  fhe  will  ling  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you, 
And  on  your  eyelids  crowne  the  God  of  fleepe, 
Charming  your  bloud  with  pleating  heauineffe  j 
Making  fuch  difference  twixt  wake  and  fleepe,  216 

As  is  the  difference  betwixt  day  and  night, 
The  houre  before  the  heauenly  harneft  teeme 
Begins  his  golden  progreffe  in  the  eaft. 

Mor.  With  all  my  heart  ile  fit  and  heare  her  fing :        220 
By  that  time  will  our  booke,1  I  thinke,  be  drawne. 

Glen.  Do  fo  5 
&  thofe  mufitions  that  fhal  play  to  you, 

Hang  in  the  aire  a  thoufand  leagues  from  hence,  224 

And  ftraight  they  fhalbe  here  :   (it  and  attend  ! 

Hot.  Come,  Kate!  thou  art  perfect  in  lying  downe  :  come ! 
quick,  quick !  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy  lap. 

La.  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe !  228 

[Glen,  mutters  an  incantation  in  Welsh.   The 

muficke  playes. 


1  booke,  the  'indentures  tripartite.'     See  11.  79,  80,  above. 
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Hot.  Now  I  perceiue  the  diuell  vnderftands  We\fh , 
And  tis  no  maruaile  he  is  fo  humorous. — 
Birlady,  he  is  a  good  mufition  ! 

La.  Then  ihould  you  be  nothing  but  muficall;  for  you 
are  altogither  gouernd  by  humors.  Lie  Hill,  ye  thiefe !  and 
heare  the  Lady  fing  in  Weljh.  234 

Hot.  I  had  rather  heare  Lady,  my  brache,  howle  in  Irifh. 

La.  Wouldft  thou  haue  thy  head  broken  > 

Hotfp.  No. 

La.  Then  be  ftill !  238 

Hotfp.  Neither:  tis  a  womans  fault. 

La.  Nowe  God  helpe  thee ! 

Hot.  To  the  Weljh  Ladies  bed. 

La.  Whats  that  ?  242 

Hot.  Peace  !  fhe  lings.    [Here  the  \j2i&\zjings  a  Welfh  fong. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate  !  ile  haue  your  fong  too  ! 

La.  Not  mine,  in  good  footh  !  245 

Hot.  Not  yours  '  in  good  footh ' !  Hart !  you  fweare  like 
a  comfit-makers  wife  !  '  Not  you,  in  good  footh  ',  and  '  as- 
true  as  1  liue ',  and 

1  As  God  {hall  mend  me ',  and  *  as  fure  as  day ' :  249 

And  giueft  fuch  farcenet  furety  for  thy  oathes, 
As  if  thou  neuer  walkft  further  then  Finsbury. 
Sweare  me,  Kate,  like  a  ladie  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouthfilling  oathe  !  and  leaue  '  in  footh  ',  253, 

And  fuch  proteft  of  pepper  ginger  bread, 
To  veluet  gards,  and  Sunday  Citizens. 
Come !  fing ! 

La.  I  will  not  fing !  256 

Hot.  Tis  the  next  way  to  turne  tayler,  or  be  redbreft 
teacher.  And  the  indentures  be  drawn,  ile  away  within 
thefe  two  houres  5  and  fo,  come  in  when  ye  will !  [Exit. 

Glen.  Come,  come !  Lord  Mortimer,  you  are  as  flow, 
As  hot  *  Lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go.  261 

By  this,  our  booke  is  drawne  j  weele  but  feale, 
And  then  to  horfe  immediatlie  ! 

Mor.  With  all  my  hart ! 

[Exeunt. 

*26i.  hot  Lord\  F.     Hot.  Lord  Q. 
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Actus  Tertius.     Scoena  Secunda.* 

London.     The  Palace. 

Enter  the  King,  Prince  of  Wales,  and  others. 

King.  Lords,  giue  vs  leaue !  the  Prince  of  Wales  and  I 
Muft  haue  fome  priuate  conference  :  but  be  neare  at  hand, 
For  we  fhall  prefently  haue  neede  of  you.         [Exeunt  Lords. 
IF  I  know  not  whether  God  will  haue  it  fo,  4 

For  fome  difpleafing  feruice  I  haue  done, 
That,  in  his  fecret  doome,  out  of  my  blood, 
Heele  breed  reuengement  and  a  fcourge  for  me  3 
But  thou  doll,  in  thy  paffages  of  life,  8 

Make  me  beleeue  that  thou  art  onely  markt 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heauen 
To  punifh  my  miftreadings.     Tell  me  elfe, 
Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low  defires,  12 

Such  poore,  fuch  bare,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  attempts, 
Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  focietie, 
As  thou  art  matcht  withall,  and  grafted  to, 
Accompanie  the  greatneffe  of  thy  blood,  16 

And  hold  their  leuell  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

Prin.  So  pleafe  your  Maieftie,  I  would  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  cleare  excufe, 

As  well  as  (I  am  doubtlelfe)  I  can  purge  20 

My  felfe  of  many  I  am  chargd  withal : 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 
As,  in  reproofe  of  many  tales  deuifde, 

(Which  oft  the  eare  of  greatnes  needs  muft  heare,)  24 

By  fmiling  pickthanks,  and  bale  newefmongers, 
I  may,  for  fome  things  true,  wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wandred,  and  irregular, 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  fubmifsion.  28 

Kin.  God  pardon  thee !  yet  let  me  wonder,  Harry, 
At  thy  affections,  which  do  hold  a  wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  aunceftors. 
Thy  place  in  counfell  thou  haft  rudely  loft,  32 

*  Sccena  Secunda.\  F 
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(Which  by  thy  yonger  brother  is  fupplide,) 

And  art  almoft  an  allien  to  the  harts 

Of  all  the  Court  and  princes  of  my  blood : 

The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time  36 

Is  mind  ;  and  the  lbule  of  euery  man 

Prophetically  do  forethinke  thy  fall. 

Had  I  fo  lauim  of  my  prefence  beene, 

So  common  hackneid  in  the  eyes  of  men,  40 

So  ftale  and  cheape  to  vulgar  companie, 

Opinion,  that  did  helpe  me  to  the  crowne; 

Had  Hill  kept  loyall  to  poffeflion  j 

And  left  me  in  reputeleiTe  banifhment,  44 

A  fellow  of  no  marke  nor  likelihoode. 

By  being  feldome  feene,  I  could  not  ftirre 

But,  like  a  Comet,  I  was  wondred  at ; 

That  men  would  tell  their  children,  {  This  is  he '  j  48 

Others  would  fay,  '  Where  ?  which  is  Bullingbrooke  ? ' 

And  then  I  ftole  all  curtefie  from  heauen, 

And  dreft  my  felfe  in  fuch  humilitie, 

That  I  did  plucke  allegiance  from  mens  hearts,  52 

Loud  fhouts  and  falutations  from  their  mouths 

Euen  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  king. 

Thus  did  I  keepe  my  perfon  frefh  and  new  j 

My  prefence,  like  a  roabe  pontificall,  56 

Nere  feene  but  wondred  at :  and  fo  my  ftate, 

Seldome,  but  fumptuous,  fhewd  like  a  feaft, 

And  wan,  by  rarenefTe,  fuch  folemnitie. 

The  skipping  king,  he  ambled  vp  and  downe  60 

With  fhallow  iefters,  and  raih  bauin  wits, 

Soone  kindled,  and  foone  burnt :  carded  his  ftate  j 

Mingled  his  royaltie  with  capring  fooles  j 

Had  his  great  name  prophaned  with  their  fcornes ;  64 

And  gaue  his  countenance,  againft  his  name, 

To  laugh  at  gibing  boyes,  and  ftand  the  pufh 

Of  euery  beardleffe  vaine  comparatiue  j 

Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  ftreetes,  68 

Enfeoff  himfelfe  to  popularitie ; 

That,  being  dayly  fwallowed  by  mens  eyes, 

38.  do]  Q.    does  Rowe. 

50.  heauen\  heaueu  (turned  n)  Q. 
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They  furfetted  with  honie,  and  began 

To  loath  the  tafte  of  fweetneffe,  whereof,  a  little  72 

More  then  a  little,  is  by  much  too  much. 

So,  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  feene, 

He  was  but  as  the  Cuckoe  is  in  Iune, 

Heard,  not  regarded ;  Seene,  but  with  mch  eie  j6 

As,  ficke  and  blunted  with  communitie, 

Affoord  no  extraordinary  gaze, 

Such  as  is  bent  on  fun-like  *  Maieftie, 

When  it  mines  feldome  in  admiring  eies ;  80 

But  rather  drowzd,  and  hung  their  eie-lids  down, 

Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendred  fuch  afpect 

As  cloudy  men  vfe  to  their  aduerfaries, 

Being  with  his  prefence  glutted,  gorgde,t  and  full.  84 

And  in  that  very  line,  Harry,  ftandeft  thou ; 

For  thou  haft  loft  thy  princely  priuiledge, 

With  vile  participation  :  Not  an  eye 

But  is  aweary  of  thy  common  fight,  88 

Saue  mine,  which  hath  defired  to  fee  thee  more  \ 

Which  now  doth  that  I  would  not  haue  it  do, 

Make  blind  it  felfe  with  foolifh  tendernefle. 

Prin.  I  fhall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gratious  Lord,  92 

Be  more  my  felfe. 

King.  For  all  the  world, 

As  thou  art  to  this  houre,  was  Richard  then, 
When  I  from  France  fet  foot  at  Rauenfpurgh , 
And,  euen  as  I  was  than,1  is  Percy  now.  96 

Now  by  my  fcepter,  and  my  foule  to  boote, 
He  hath  more  worthie  intereft  to  the  ftate 
Then  thou,  the  fhadow  of  fuccefiion  ! 

For  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right,  IOO 

He  doth  fill  fields  with  harneffe  in  the  realme ; 
Turnes  head  againft  the  lions  armed  iawes  j 
And,  being  no  more  in  debt  to  yeares  then  thou, 
Leads  ancient  Lords,  and  reuerend  Bifhops,  on  104 

To  bloudie  battailes,  and  to  bruifing  armes. 
What  neuer  dying  honour  hath  he  got 


*79.  sun-like]    Qi.    (B.  Mus.) 
sup-like  Q.  Facs. 
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Againft  renowmed  *  Douglas  !  Whofe  high  deeds, 

Whofe  hot  incurfions,  and  great  name  in  armes,  108 

Holds,  from  al  fouldiors,  chiefe  maioritie, 

And  militarie  title  capitall, 

Through  all  the  kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrijl. 

Thrice  hath  this  Hot/pur,  Mars  in  fwathling  cloaths,  112 

This  infant  warrier,  in  his  enterprifes 

Difcomfited  great  Dowglas :  tane  him  once, 

Enlarged  *  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him, 

To  fill  the  mouth  of  deepe  defiance  vp,  116 

And  make  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  throne. 

And  what  fay  you  to  this  ?     Percy,  Northumberland, 

The  Archbimops  Grace  of  York,  Dowglas,  Mortimer, 

Capitulate2  againft  vs,  and  are  vp.  20 

But  wherefore  do  I  tel  thefe  newes  to  thee  ? 

Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes, 

Which  art  my  neareft  and  deareft  enemy  r 

Thou  that  art  like  enough,  (through  vaflall  feare,  124 

Bafe  inclination,  and  the  ftart  of  fpleene,) 

To  fight  againft  me  vnder  Percies  pay, 

To  dog  his  heeles,  and  curtfie  at  his  frownes, 

To  fhew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate !  128 

Prin.  Do  not  thinke  fo !  you  fhal  not  find  it  io  ! 
And  God  forgiue  them,  that  fo  much  haue  fwaide 
Your  JVIaiefties  good  thoughts  away  from  me ! 
I  will  redeeme  all  this  on  Percies  head,  132 

And,  in  the  clofing  of  fome  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you  that  I  am  your  fonne ; 
When  I  will  weare  a  garment  all  of  bloud, 
And  ftaine  my  fauors  in  a  bloudy  maske,  136 

Which,  wafht  away,  (hall  fcoure  my  fhame  with  it : 
And  that  ihal  be  the  day,  when  ere  it  lights, 
That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renowne, 
This  gallant  Hotfpur,  this  all  praifed  knight,  140 

And  your  vnthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet. 
For  euery  honor  fitting  on  his  helme, 
Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  head 


1  'Renomme  :  Renowmed.' — Cot- 
grave. 

*H5.  Enlarged]  Q2.   Enlargd  Q. 


2  Draw  up  articles.     See  V.  i. 
72,  p.  74. 

123.  nearest]  Q.     near  st  Q5. 
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My  fhames  redoubled  !     For  the  time  will  com,  144 

That  I  fhal  make  this  Northren  youth  exchange 

His  glorious  deedes  for  my  indignities. 

Percy  is  but  my  factor,  good  my  Lord, 

To  engroffe  vp  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalfe  5  148 

And  I  will  call  him  to  fo  ftrickt  account, 

That  he  {hall  render  euery  glory  vp, 

Yea,  euen  the  fleighteft  worfhip  of  his  time, 

Or  I  will  teare  the  reckoning  from  his  heart !  152 

This,  in  the  name  of  God,  I  promife  heere ! 

The  which,  if  He  be  pleafd  I  fhall  performe, 

I  do  befeech  your  Maiefty,  may  falue 

The  long  grown  wounds  of  my  intemperance :  156 

(If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bands ;) 

And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths, 

Ere  breake  the  fmalleft  parcell  of  this  vow  ! 

King.  A  hundred  thoufand  rebels  die  in  this  !  160 

Thou  fhalt  haue  charge,  and  foueraine  truft,  herein. 

Enter  Blunt. 

How  now,  good  Blunt !  thy  lookes  are  full  of  fpeed. 

Blunt.  So  hath  the  bufmeffe  that  I  come  to  fpeake  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word,  164 

That  Dowglas,  and  the  Englijh  Rebels,  met, 
The  eleuenth  of  this  month,  at  Shrewsbury ; 
A  mighty  and  a  fearefull  head  they  are, 
(If  promifes  be  kept  on  euery  hand,)  168 

As  euer  offred  foule  play  in  a  ftate. 

King.  The  Earle  of  Wejlmerland  fet  forth  to  day ; 
With  him  my  fonne,  Lord  Iohn  of  Lancajler  ; 
For  this  aduertifement  is  fiue  daies  old.  172 

U  On  Wednefday  next,  Harry,  you  fhall  fet  forward  j 
On  Thurfday,  we  our  felues  will  march :  Our  meeting 
Is  Bridgendrth  :  and,  Harry,  you  fhall  march 
Through  Glocejlerjhire ;  by  which  account,  176 

Our  bufinefTe  valued,  fome  twelue  daies  hence 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgendrth  fhall  meet : 
Our  hands  are  full  of  bunneffe :  lets  away ! 
Aduantage  feedes  him  fat,  while  men  delay.        \Exeunt.  180 

161.  Enter  Blunt.]  Q  (after  1.  162). 
III.  ii.  144-180.]  54 
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Actus  Tertius.    Scena  Tertia* 
Eastcheap.    The  Boars  Head  Tauern. 

Enter  Falstalffe  and  Bardol. 

Fal.  Bardoll,  am  I  not  falne  away  vilely  fince  this  laft 
action  ?  do  I  not  bate  ?  do  I  not  dwindle  ?  Why,  my  skinne 
hangs  about  me  like  an  old  Ladies  loofe  gowne.  I  am 
withered  like  an  oulde  apple  Iohn.  Well,  ile  repent,  and  [4 
that  fuddainly,  while  I  am  in  fome  liking  j  I  fliall  be  out  of 
heart  fhortly,  and  then  I  {hall  haue  no  ftrength  to  repent. 
And  I  haue  not  forgotten  what  the  infide  of  a  Church  is 
made  of,  I  am  a  Pepper  corne,  a  brewers  Horfe  :  the  infide  [8 
of  a  Church !  Company,  villainous  company,  hath  been  the 
fpoile  of  me ! 

Bar.  Sir  Iohn,  you  are  fo  fretfull,  you  cannot  Hue  long.  11 

Fal.  Why,  there  is  it !  come  fing  me  a  bawdie  fong !  make  t 
me  merry !  I  was  as  vertuoufly  giuen  as  a  gentleman  need 
to  be  j  vertuous  %  enough ;  fwore  little;  dic't  not  aboue  feuen 
times  a  weeke  j  went  to  a  baudy  houfe  not  aboue  once  in  a 
quarter — of  an  hourej  paid  money  that  I  borrowed —  [16 
three  or  foure  times ;  liued  wel,  and  in  good  compafle :  and 
now  I  liue  out  of  all  order,  out  of  all  compafle. 

Bar.  Why,  you  are  fo  fat,  Sir  Iohn,  that  you  muft  needes 
be  '  out  of  all  compafle ' :  out  of  all  reafonable  compafle,  Sir 
Iohn.  11 

Fal.  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  ile  amend  my  life  !  thou 
art  our  Admiral,  thou  beareft  the  lanterne  in  the  poope,  but 
tis  in  the  nofe  of  thee :  thou  art  the  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Lampe !  25 

Bar.  Why,  Sir  Iohn,  my  face  does  you  no  harme. 

Fal.  No !  ile  be  fworn,  I  make  as  good  vfe  of  it  as  many  a 
man  doth  of  a  deaths  head,  or  a  memento  mori.  I  neuer  [28 
fee  thy  face,  but  I  thinke  vpon  hell  fire,  and  Diues  that  liued 
in  Purple :  for  there  he  is  in  his  robes,  burning,  burning.  If 
thou  wert  any  waie  giuen  to  vertue,  I  would  fvveare  by  thy 

*  Scena  Tertia.']  F.         fi2.  make]  Qi  (B.  Mus.).     malle  Q.  Facs. 
J14.  vertuous]  Qi  (B.  Mus  ).     veftuous  Q.  Facs. 
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face:  my  oath  mould  be,  'By  this  fire,  thats*  Gods  [32 
Angell ! '  But  thou  art  altogether  giuen  ouer  5  and  wert  in- 
deede,  but  for  the  light  in  thy  face,  the  sonne  of  vtter  darke- 
neffe.  When  thou  ranft  vp  Gad/hill  in  the  night  to  catch  my 
horfe,  if  I  did  not  thinke  thou  hadft  beene  an  ignis  fatuus,  [36 
or  a  ball  of  wildfire,  theres  no  purchafe  in  money  !  O  !  thou 
art  a  perpetuall  triumph,  an  euerlafting  bonefire  light !  Thou 
haft  faued  me  a  thoufand  Markes  in  Linkes  and  Torches, 
walking  with  thee  in  the  night  betwixt  tauerne  and  [40 
tauerne  :  but  the  facke  that  thou  haft  drunke  me,  would  haue 
bought  me  lights  as  good  cheape,  at  the  deareft  Chandlers  in 
Europe.  I  haue  maintained  that  Sallamander  of  yours  with 
fire,  any  time  this  two  and  thirty  yearesj  God  reward  me 
for  it !  45 

Bar.  Zbloud  !  I  would  my  face  were  in  your  belly ! 

Fal.  Godamercy  !  fo  fhould  I  be  fure  to  be  hartburnt ! 

Enter  Hoft. 

H  How  now,  Dame  Partlet  the  hen !  haue  you  enquird  yet 
who  pickt  my  pocket  ?  49 

Hojiejfe.  Why,  Sir  Iohn !  what  do  you  thinke,  Sir  Iohn  ? 
doe  you  thinke  I  keepe  theeues  in  my  houfe  ?  I  haue  fearcht, 
I  have  enquired,  (fo  has  my  husband,)  man  by  man,  boy  by 
boy,  feruant  by  feruant :  the  right  of  a  haire  was  neuer  loft 
in  my  houfe  before  !  54 

Fal.  Yee  lie,  Hofteffe !  Bardoll  was  fhau'd,  and  loft  manie 
<  a  haire '  -,  and  ile  be  fworne  my  pocket  was  pickt !  Go  to, 
you  are  a  woman,  go  !  57 

Ho.  Who,  I?  No j  I  dene  thee!  Gods  light!  I  was 
neuer  cald  fo  in  mine  owne  houfe  before ! 

Fal.  Go  to  !  I  know  you  well  inough.  60 

Ho.  No,  Sir  Iohn;  you  do  not  'know'  me,  Sir  Iohn!  I 
'knowe'  you,  Sir  Iohn  :  you  owe  me  mony,  Sir  Iohn ;  and  now 
you  picke  a  quarrell  to  beguile  me  of  it !  I  bought  you  a 
douzen  of  fhirts  to  your  backe.  64 

Falft.  Doulas,  filth ie  Doulas !  I  haue  giuen  them  away  to 
Bakers  wiues  ;  they  haue  made  boulters  of  them. 

*32.  thats']  Q4.     that  Q. 
47.  Enter  Host.\  Q  (against  enquird,  1.  48). 
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Hqfl.  Now,  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  holland  of  viii.  s.  an  ell ! 
You  owe  mony  here  befides,  Sir  John,  for  your  diet,  and  by 
drinkings,  and  money  lent  you,  xxiiii.  pound !  69 

Faljl.  [points  to  BAR.]   He  had  his  part  of  it ;  let  him  pay  ! 

Hofi.  He  ?  alas !  he  is  poore  5  he  hath  nothing. 

Fal.  How  !  '  poore '  ?  looke  vpon  his  face !  What  call  you 
rich  ?  let  them  coyne  his  nofe,  let  them  coyne  his  cheekes : 
ile  not  pay  a  denyer !  What !  will  you  make  a  yonker  [74 
of  mee  ?  fhall  I  not  '  take  mine  eafe  in  mine  Inne  ',  but  I  fhall 
haue  my  pocket  pickt  ?  I  haue  loft  a  feale  ring  of  my  grand- 
fathers worth  fortie  marke !  7  7 

Ho.  O  Iefu  !  I  haue  heard  the  Prince  tell  him,  I  know  not 
how  oft,  that  that  ring  was  copper  ! 

Faljl.  How  !  the  Prince  is  a  Iacke,  a  fneake-up !  Zbloud ! 
and  hee  were  here,  I  would  cudgell  him  like  a  dog,  if  he 
would  fay  fo !  82 

Enter  the  Prince  (and  PETO)  marching,  and  Falstalffe 
meetes  him,  playing  vpon  his  trunchion  like  ajife. 

Faljl.  [to  Prince]  How  now,  lad!  is  the  winde  in  that 
doore,  ifaith  ?  muft  we  all  march  ? 

Bar.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate  fafhion. 

Hofi.   [to  Prince]  My  Lord,  I  pray  you  heare  me !         86 

Pr.  What  faift  thou,  Miftris  Quickly?  How  doth  thy 
husband  ?     I  loue  him  well ;  he  is  an  honeft  man. 

Hofi.  Good  my  Lord,  heare  me! 

Faljl.  Preethe,  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me  !  90 

Win.  What  faift  thou,  Iacke  ? 

Falfi.  The  other  night  I  fel  a  fleepe  here,  behind  the  Arras, 
and  had  my  pocket  pickt :  this  houfe  is  turn'd  baudy  houfe ; 
they  pick  pockets.  94 

Prin.  What  didft  thou  loofe,  Iacke  9 

Fal.  Wilt  thou  beleeue  me,  Hall  ?  three  or  foure  bonds  of 
forty  pound  a  peece,  and  a  feale  ring  of  my  grandfathers. 

Prin.  A  trifle,  fome  eight  penie  matter  !  98 

Hofi.  So  I  told  him,  my  Lord;  and  I  faid  I  heard  your 
Grace  fay  fo  :  &,  my  Lord,  he  fpeakes  moft  vilely  of  you,  like 
a  foule  mouthd  man  as  he  is ;  and  faid  he  'would  cudgel*  you. 

80.  sneake-up\  sneakeup  Q.     sneake-cup  Q4. 
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Prin.  "What!  he  did  not >  102 

Ho.  Theres  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  womanhood  in  me  elfe  I 

Fal.  Theres  no  more  'faith  '  in  thee  then  in  a  ftued  prune  j 
nor  no  more  '  truth '  in  thee  then  in  a  drawn  fox  j  and,  for 
1  womanhood',*  Maid  Marion  may  be  the  deputies  wife  of  the 
ward  to  thee!     Go,  you  thing!  go!  107 

Hoji.  Say,  what '  thing '  ?  what  f  thing '  ? 

Fal.  '  What  thing ' !  why,  a  f  thing '  to  thanke  God  on. 

Ho.  I  am  no  '  thing  t  to  thanke  God  on,'  I  would  thou 
fhouldft  know  it  j  I  am  an  honeft  mans  wife :  and,  fetting 
thy  knighthood  afide,  thou  art  a  knaue  to  call  me  fo !         112 

Fal.  Setting  thy  womanhood  afide,  thou  art  a  beaft  to  fay 
otherwife ! 

Ho/1.  Say,  what  '  beaft  ',  thou  knaue,  thou  ? 

Falft.  'What  beaft' !  why,  an  Otter.  116 

Prin.  '  An  Otter ' !  Sir  John,  why  '  an  Otter '  ? 

Falft.  Why,  (hees  neither  fifh  nor  flefh ;  a  man  knowes  not 
where  to  haue  her.  119 

Hoft.  Thou  art  an  vniuft  man  in  faying  fo :  thou  or  anie 
man  knowes  where  to  '  haue '  me,  thou  knaue,  thou  ! 

Prin.  Thou  faift  true,  HofterTe;  and  hee  flaunders  thee 
molt  groflely.  123 

Hoji.  So  hee  doth  you,  my  Lord ;  and  faide  this  other  day 
you  ought 1  him  a  thoufand  pound. 

Prin.  Sirrha !  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ?  126 

Falft.  '  A  thoufand  pound,'  Hall !  a  million  !  thy  loue  is 
worth  a  million  :  thou  oweft  me  thy  loue. 

Hoji.  Nay,  my  Lord,  he  cald  you  '  Iacke  \  and  faide  hee 
f  woulde  cudgel '  you.  130 

Falft.  Did  I,  Bardol  ? 

Bar.  Indeed,  Sir  Iohn,  you  faid  fo. 

Fal.  Yea,  if  he  faid  my  ring  was  copper.  133 

Prin.  I  fay  tis  *  copper ' !  dareft  thou  be  as  good  as  thy 
word  now  ? 

Falft.  Why,  Hall,  thou  knoweft,  as  thou  art  but  man,  I 
dare :  but,  as  thou  art  prince,  I  feare  thee  as  I  feare  the  roaring 
of  the  Lyons  whelpe.  138 

Prin.  And  why  not  as  the  Lyon  ? 

*lo6.  womanhood]  Q2.    womandood  Q. 
+1 10.  no  thing\  Q5.     nothing  Q.  x  ought  =  owed. 
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Fal.  The  King  himfelfe  is  to  be  feared  as  the  Lion  :  doeft 
thou  thinke  ile  feare  thee  as  I  feare  thy  father  ?  nay,  and  I 
doo,  I  pray  God  my  girdle  breake !  142 

Prin.  O  !  if  it  mould,  howe  woulde  thy  guts  fall  about 
thy  knees !  But,  firrha,  theres  no  roome  for  faith,  trueth, 
nor  honeftie,  in  this  bofome  of  thine.  It  is  all  fild  vp  with 
guttes,  and  midrifFe.  Charge  an  honeft  woman  with  [146 
picking  thy  pocket !  why,  thou  horefon,  impudent,  imboft 
rafcall,  if  there  were  anie  thing  in  thy  pocket  but  tauerne 
reckonings,  memorandums  of  baudie  houfes,  and  one  poore 
peniworth  of  fugar-candie  to  make  thee  long  winded  5  [150 
if  thy  pocket  were  inricht  with  any  other  iniuries  but  thefe, 
I  am  a  villain !  [Shews  the  papers  taken  from  Fal.s  pocket] 
and  yet  you  will  Hand  to  it ;  you  will  not  pocket  vp  wrong ! 
art  thou  not  alhamed?  154 

Fal.  Doeft  thou  heare,  Hall  P  thou  knoweft,  in  the  ftate  of 
innocencie,  Adam  fell ;  &  what  fhould  poore  Iacke  FaJftalfe 
do  in  the  daies  of  villanie  ?  thou  feeft  I  haue  more  flefh  then 
another  man  5  &  therfore  more  frailty.  You  confeffe,  then, 
you  pickt  my  pocket  ?  159 

Prin.  It  appeares  fo  by  the  ftorie. 

Fal.  Hofteffe,  I  forgiue  thee !  go  make  ready  breakfaft  -, 
loue  thy  husband,  looke  to  thy  feruaunts,  cherifh  thy  gheffe  !  x 
thou  ihalt  find  me  tradable  to  any  honeft  reafon :  thou 
feeft,  I  am  pacified. — Still? — Nay,  preethe,  be 'gone!  [164 
[Exit  Hofteffe.]  UNow,  Hal,  to  the  newes  at  Court!  for 
the  robbery,  lad,  how  is  that  anfwered  ? 

Prin.  O  my  fweet  beoffe !  I  muft  ft  ill  bee  good  angel  to 
thee:  the  mony  is  paid  backe  againe.  168 

Fal.  O  !  I  do  not  like  that  paying  backe,  tis  a  double  labor. 

Prin.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and  may  do  any 
thing.  171 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  firft  thing  thou  doeft,  and 
doe  it  with  vnwafht  hands  too  ! 

Bar.  Do,  my  Lord ! 

Prin.  I  haue  procured  thee,  Iacke,  a  charge  of  foot.       175 

Fal.  I  would  it  had  been  of  horfe !  Where  fhall  I  finde 
one  that  can  fteale  well  ?  O  for  a  fine  thiefe  of  the  age  of  xxii. 
or  thereabouts !  I  am  hainoufly  vnprouided.     Well,  God  be 

1  gJusse  =  guests. 
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thanked  for  thefe  rebels  !  they  oftende  none  but  the  vertuous  : 
I  laude  them,  I  praife  them !  180 

Prin.  Bardoll! 

Bar.  My  Lord?  182 

Prin.  Go  beare  this  letter  to  Lord  John  of  Lancafter, 
To  my  brother  Iohn  ; 

This  to  my  Lord  of  Weflmorland !  [Exit  BAR. 

U  Go  Peto  1  to  horfe,  to  horfe  !  for  thou  and  I  186 

Haue  thirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time.        [Exit  PETO. 
Iacke !  meete  me  to  morrow  in  the  Temple-Haule 
At  two  of  clocke  in  the  afternoone. 

There  fhalt  thou  know  thy  charge ;  and  there  receiue        190 
Money  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
The  land  is  burning  ;  Percy  ftands  on  high, 
And  either  we  or  they  muft  lower  lie  !  [Exit   193 

Fal.  Rare   words !    braue   world ! —  [Calls]    Hofteue,    my 
breakfafl !  come ! 
— Oh,  I  could  wifh  this  tauerne  were  my  drum !  [Exit.*  195 


Aclus  Quartus.     Sccena  Prima.f 

The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  and  Douglas. 

Per.  (Hotspur)  Wei  faid,  my  noble  Scot !  if  fpeaking  truth, 
In  this  fine  age,  were  not  thought  flattery, 
Such  attribution  fhould  the  Douglas  haue, 
As  not  a  fouldior  of  this  feafons  ftampe,  4 

Should  go  fo  generall  currant  through  the  world. 
By  God !  I  cannot  flatter  j  I  do  dene 
The  tongues  of  foothers  j  but  a  brauer  place 
In  my  harts  loue,  hath  no  man  then  your  felfe :  8 

Nay,  taske  me  to  my  word !  approue  me,  Lord ! 

Doug.  Thou  art  the  King  of  Honor ! 
No  man  fo  potent  breaths  vpon  the  ground, 
But  I  will  beard  him ! 

Per.  Do  fo  !  and  tis  wel.  12 

*I95.   Exit.]  Exeunt.  Q2.    ora.  Q. 
f  Actus  Quartus.    Sccena  Prima.]  F. 
III.  iii.  179-195;  IV.  i.  1-12.]       60 
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Enter  one  (a  Meffenger  *)  with  letters. 
U  What  letters  haft  thou  there  ?     H I  can  but  thanke  you 

Mef.  Thefe  letters  come  from  your  father,  .  .  . 

Per.  '  Letters  *  from  him  !  why  comes  he  not  himfelfe  ? 

Mef.  He  cannot  come,  my  Lord  j  he  is  grieuous  (icke. 

Per.  Zounds !  how  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  ■  ficke  '  1 7 

In  fuch  a  iuftling  time  ?     Who  leads  his  power  ? 
Vnder  whofe  gouernment  come  they  along  ? 

Mef.  His  letters  beares  his  mind,  not  I,  my  Lord. 

[Hot.  takes  the  Letters  &  reads  them. 

Wor.  I  preethe,  tel  me,  doth  he  keepe  his  bed  ?  21 

Mef  He  did,  my  Lord,  foure  daies  ere  I  fet  forth  j 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence, 
He  was  much  fearde  by  his  Phifitions. 

Wor.  I  would  the  ftate  of  time  had  firft  been  whole,       25 
Eare  he  by  ficknene  had  bin  vifited  : 
His  health  was  neuer  better  worth  then  now. 

Per.  Sicke  now !  dronpe  now !  this  '  ficknes '  doth  infect 
The  very  life  bloud  of  our  enterprife  ;  29 

Tis  catching  hither,  euen  to  our  campe. 
He  writes  me  here  :  that  inward  fickneffe,  .  .  . 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation 

Could  not  fo  foone  be  drawn  j  nor  did  he  thinke  it  meet    33 
To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  deare  a  truft 
On  any  foule  remoou'd,  but  on  his  own. 
Yet  doth  he  giue  vs  bold  aduertifement, 
That,  with  our  fmall  coniunction,  we  mould  on,  37 

To  fee  how  Fortune  is  difpofd  to  vs ; 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 
Becaufe  the  King  is  certainly  pofTeft 
Of  al  our  purpofes.     What  fay  you  to  it  ?  41 

Wor.  Your  fathers  licknefle  is  a  maime  to  vs. 

Per.  A  perillous  gafh,  a  very  limbe  lopt  off ! 
And  yet,  in  faith,  it  is  not ;  his  prefent  want 
Seemes  more  then  we  ihal  find  it :  were  it  good  45 

To  fet  the  exact  wealth  of  al  our  ftates 
Al  at  one  caft  ?  to  fet  fo  rich  a  maine 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtfull  houre  ? 

12.  Enter  .  .  .]  Q  (after  beard  him).  *I2.   a  Messenger]  P. 

20.  my  Lord]  Capell.     my  mind  Q. 
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It  were  not  good  j  for  therein  fhould  we  read  49 

The  very  bottome  and  the  foule  of  hope, 
The  very  lift,  the  very  vtmoft  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes ! 

Doug.  Faith,  and  fo  we  fhould; 

Where  now  remaines  a  fweet  reuerfion,  we  $5 

May  boldly  fpend  vpon  the  hope  of  what 
Is  *  to  come  in  : 
A  comfort  of  retirement  Hues  in  this. 

Per.  A  randeuous,  a  home  to  flie  vnto,  57 

If  that  the  Diuel  and  mifchance  looke  big 
Vpon  the  maidenhead  of  our  affaires. 

Wor.  But  yet  I  would  your  father  had  bin  heere. 
The  quality  and  haire  of  our  attempt  61 

Brookes  no  deuifion  :  it  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  wifedome,  loialty,  and  meere  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  Earle  from  hence :  6$ 

And  thinke,  how  fuch  an  apprehenfion 

May  turne  the  tide  of  fearfull  faction,  6j 

And  breed  a  kind  of  queftion  in  our  caufe : 
For,  wel  you  know,  we  of  the  ofFring  fide 
Muft  keepe  aloofe  from  ftri&  arbitrement, 
And  flop  al  fight-holes,  euery  loope  from  whence  7 1 

The  eie  of  reafon  may  prie  in  vpon  vs : 
This  abfence  of  your  fathers  drawes  a  curtain, 
That  fhewes  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  feare 
Before  not  dreamt  of. 

Per.  You  ftraine  too  far.  75 

I,  rather,  of  his  abfence  make  this  vfe : 
It  lends  a  luftre  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  dare  to  our  great  enterprife, 

Then  if  the  Earle  were  here ;  for  men  muft  thinke,  79 

If  we,  without  his  helpe,  can  make  a  head 
To  puih  againft  a  kingdome,  with  his  helpe 
We  fhal  oreturne  it  topfie  turuy  down. 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  ioints  are  whole.  83 

Doug.  As  hart  can  thinke !  there  is  not  fuch  a  word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland,  as  this  tearme  of  feare. 

*55«  is]  F.     tis  Q. 
IV.  i.  49-85-1  62 
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Enter  Sir  Ri :  Vernon. 

Per.  My  coofen  Vernon !  welcom,  by  my  foule ! 

Ver.  Pray  God  my  newes  be  worth  a  welcome,  Lord ! 
The  Earle  of  Wejlmerland,  feuen  thoufand  ftrong,  88 

Is  marching  hetherwards ;  with  him,  Prince  Iohn. 

Per.  No  harme  :  what  more  ? 

Ver.  And  further,  I  haue  learnd, 

The  King  himfelfe  in  perfon  is  fet  forth, 
Or  hetherwards  intended  fpeedily,  92 

With  ftrong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot.  He  ihal  be  welcome  too  !     Where  is  his  fonne. 
The  nimble  footed  madcap  Prince  of  Wales, 
And  his  Camrades,  that  daft  the  world  afide,  96 

And  bid  it  paffe  ? 

Ver.  All  furnilht,  al  in  Armes  5 

All  plumde,  like  Eftridges  that  with 1  the  wind ; 
Baited,2  like  Eagles  hauing  lately  bathd  j 

Glittering  in  golden  coates,  like  images  j  too 

As  ful  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  funne  at  Midfomer  j 
Wanton  as  youthful  goates,  wild  as  young  buls. 
I  faw  yong  Harry,  with  his  beuer  on,  104 

His  cullies  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  armde, 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feathered  Mercury, 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  feat, 
As  if  an  Angel  dropt*  down  from  the  clouds,  108 

To  turne  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegafus, 
And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfemanfhip. 

Hot.  No  more,  no  more !  worfe  then  the  fun  in  March, 
This  praife  doth  nourilh  agues  !     Let  them  come !  112 

They  come  like  facrifices  in  their  trim, 
And,  to  the  fire-eyd  maide  of  fmoky  War, 
Al  hot  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them  : 
The  mailed  Mars  lhal  on  his  altars  fit,  116 

Vp  to  the  eares  in  bloud  !  I  am  on  fire 
To  heare  this  rich  reprizal  is  fo  nigh, 


98,  99.   All .  .  .  bathd]  Q.     See 
note. 

1  (?)  with  =  fly  with,  run  with. 


8  Baited,  refreshed. 

*io8.  dropt]  Q2.     drop  Q. 
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And  yet  not  ours  !     Come,  let  me  taft  my  horfe, 

Who  is  to  beare  me  like  a  thunderbolt,  1 20 

Againft  the  bofome  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  ! 

Harry  to  Harry  fhal,  hot  horfe  to  horfe, 

Meete,  and  neare  1  part,  til  one  drop  down  a  coarfe  !  1 23 

Oh  that  Glendower  were  come ! 

Ver.  There  is  more  newes : 

I  learnd  in  Wbrcefter,  as  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  *  draw  his  power  this  fourteene  daies. 

Doug.  Thats  the  worft  tidings  that  I  heare  of  yet.f        127 

Wbr.  I,  by  my  faith,  that  beares  a  froity  found. 

Hot.  What  may  the  Kings  whole  battel  reach  vnto  ? 

Ver.  To  thirty  thoufand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be ! 

My  father  and  Glendower  being  both  away, 
The  powers  of  vs  may  ferue  fo  great  a  day.  132 

Come !  let  vs  take  a  mutter  fpeedily : 
Doomes  day  is  neare;  die  all,  die  merely  !  134 

Doug.  Talke  not  of  dying !  I  am  out  of  feare 
Of  death,  or  deaths  hand,  for  this  one  halfe  yeare !  136 

[Exeunt. 

Actus  Quart  US.     Sccena  Secunda.% 

A  road  near  Couentry. 

Enter  Falstalffe,  Bardoll.     (The  Kings  Army  marching 
ouer  the  Stage.) 

Falfi.  Bardol?  get  thee  before  to  Couentry !  fill  me  a 
bottle  of  Sacke  !  our  fouldiors  fhall  march  through.  Weele 
to  Sutton  Cophill 2  to  night. 

Bar.  Will  you  giue  me  money,  Captaine  ?  4 

Fal.  Lay  out !  lay  out ! 

Bar.  This  bottell  makes  an  angel. 

Fal.  And  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour !  and  if  it  make 
twenty,  take  them  all  j  ile  anfwere  the  coynage !  Bid  my 
Liuetenant,  Peto,  meet  me  at  townes  end !  9 

1  neare  =  ne're.  I      J  Sccena  Secunda.  ]  F. 
*I26.  cannot]  Q5.     can  Q.  2  Sutton  -  Coldfield,     Warwick- 

+127.  yd\  Q5.     it  Q.  I  shire. 
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Bar.  I  will,  Captaine :  farewell !  [Exit. 

Fal.  If  I  be  not  alhamed  of  my  foldiours,  I  am  a  fou6t 
gurnet!  I  haue  mifufed  the  Kinges  preffe1  damnablie.  [12 
I  haue  got,  in  exchange  of  150.  foldiours,  300.  and  odde 
poundes.  I  preffe  me  none  but  good  houfhoulders,  Yeomans 
fonnes;  inquire  me  out  contracted  batchelers,  fuch  as  had 
been  askt  twice  on  the  banes;  fuch  a  commodity  of  [16 
warme  flaues,  as  had  as  lieue  heare  the  Diuell  as  a  drumme  j 
fuch  as  feare  the  report  of  a  Caliuer,  worfe  then  a  ftrucke 
foule,  or  a  hurt  wild  ducke.  I  preft  mee  none  but  fuch  toftes 
and  butter,  with  hearts  in  their  bellies  no  bigger  then  [20 
pinnes  heades,  and  they  haue  bought  out  their  feruices  5  and 
now  my  whole  charge  confifts  of  Ancients,  Corporals,  Lieu- 
tenants, Gentlemen  of  companies,  flaues  as  ragged  as  Lazarus 
in  the  painted  cloth,  where  the  Gluttons  dogs  licked  his  [24 
fores  3  and  fuch  as,  indeed,  were  neuer  fouldiours,  but  dif- 
carded,  vniufl  feruingmen,  yonger  fonnes  to  yonger  brothers, 
reuolted  tapfters,  and  Oftlers  tradefalnej  the  cankers  of  a 
calme  world,  and  a  long  peace  j  ten  times  more  difhonour-  [28 
able  ragged  then  an  olde  fazd  ancient :  2  and  fuch  haue  I,  to> 
fill  vp  the  roomes  of  them  as  haue  bought  out  their  feruices, 
that  you  woulde  thinke  that  I  had  a  hundred  and  fiftie  tottered8 
prodigals,  latelie  come  from  fwine  keeping,  from  eating  [32 
draffe  and  husks.  A  mad  fellowe  met  mee  on  the  way,  and 
tolde  mee  I  had  vnloaded  all  the  Gibbets,  and  prefl  the  dead 
bodies.  No  eye  hath  feene  fuch  skarcrowes  !  lie  not  march 
through  Couentry  with  them,  thats  flat !  nay,  and  the  [36 
villains  march  wide  betwixt  the  legs,  as  if  they  had  giues  on  j 
for,  indeede,  I  had  the  moft  of  them  out  of  prifon.  Theres  but 
a  Inert  and  a  halfe  in  all  my  companie  3  and  the  halfe  inert  is 
two  napkins  tackt  togither,  and  throwne  ouer  the  moulders  [40 
like  a  Heralds  coate  without  fleeues  5  and  the  fhert,  to  fay  the 
trueth,  ftolne  from  my  hoft  at  S.  Allofies,  or  the  red-nofe 
Inkeeper  of  Dauintry.  But  thats  all  one  5  theile4  find  linnen 
inough  on  euerie  hedge.  44 


1  presse,    commission    to     levy 
troops. 

2  fazd  ancient,  patched  standard. 


3  tottered  =  tattered. 
38.  out]  Rowe.     not  Q. 
*  theile  =*  they'll. 
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Enter  the  Prince,  and  the*  Lord  of  Westmerland. 

Prin.  How-now,  blowne  Iacke  !  how  now,  quilt ! 

Fal.  What,  Hal  I  how  now,  mad  wag !  what  a  diuel  doft 
thou  in  Warwick/hire  ?  H  My  good  'Lord  of  Wejlmerland,  I 
cry  you  mercy !  I  thought  your  honour  had  alreadie  bin  at 
Shrewshurie.  49 

Weft.  Faith,  Sir  Iohn,  tis  more  then  time  that  I  were  there, 
and  you  too  5  but  my  powers  are  there  already.  The  King, 
I  can  tel  you,  lookes  for  vs  all :  we  muft  away  all  night. 

Falft.  Tut !  neuer  feare  mee !  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  Cat  to 
fteale  Creame.  54 

Prin.  1  thinke,  ' to  fteale  Creame ',  indeed,  for  thy  theft 
hath  alreadie  made  thee  butter.  But  tell  me,  Iacke,  whofe 
fell  owes  are  thefe  that  come  after  ? 

[Points  to  Fal.s  Souldiers,  who  enter,  marching. 

Falft.  Mine,  Hall,  mine  !  58 

Prince.  I  did  neuer  fee  fuch  pitifull  rafcals ! 

Falft.  Tut,  tut !  good  inough  to  toffe !  foode  for  powder, 
foode  for  powder !  thelle 3  fill  a  pit  as  well  as  better :  tufh, 
man !  mortall  men,  mortal  men !  62 

Weft.  I,  but,  Sir  Iohn,  me  thinkes  they  are  exceeding  poore 
and  bare;  too  beggerly. 

Falft.  Faith,  for  their  pouerty,  I  know  not  where  they  had 
that;  and  for  their  bareneffe,  I  am  fure  they  neuer  learnd 
that  of  me.  67 

Prin.  No,  ile  be  fworne !  vnlefle  you  call  three  fingers  in 
the  ribs,  bare.  But,  firrha,  make  hafte  !  Percy  is  already  in 
the  field.  [Exit.  70 

Fal.  What !  is  the  King  incampt  ? 

Weft.  He  is,  Sir  Iohn ;  I  feare  we  dial  ftay  too  long. 

Fal.  Wei,  73 

To  the  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  the  beginning  of  a  feaft, 
Fits  a  dul  fighter,  and  a  kene  gueft  !  [Exeunt.  7$ 

*44.  and  tkc\  Q2.  1  thelle  =  they'll. 
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Actus  Quart  US.     Sccena  Tertia.* 

The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  Doug  :,  Vernon. 

Hot.  Weele  fight  with  him  to  night. 

Wor.  It  may  not  be. 

Doug.  You  giue  him,  then,  aduantage. 

Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  lookes  he  not  for  fupply  ? 

Ver.  So  do  we.  4 

Hot.  His  is  certaine,  ours  is  doubtful. 

Wor.  Good  coofen,  be  aduifd  !  ftir  not  to  night ! 

Ver.  Do  not,  my  Lord  ! 

Doug.  You  do  not  counfel  wel ! 

You  fpeake  it  out  of  feare,  and  cold  hart.  8 

Ver.  Do  me  no  flander,  Douglas!  by  my  life, 
{And  I  dare  well  maintaine  it  with  my  life,)  10 

If  well  refpe&ed  honor  bid  me  on, 
I  hould  as  little  counfell  with  weake  feare, 
As  you,  my  Lord,  or  any  Scot  that  this  day  Hues ! 
Let  it  be  feene  to  morrow  in  the  battell,  14 

Which  of  vs  feares. 

Doug.  Yea,  or  to  night ! 

Ver.  Content ! 

Hot.  To  night,  fay  I ! 

Ver.  Come,  come  !  it  may  not  be.     I  wonder  much, 
Being  men  of  fuch  great  leading  as  you  are,  18 

That  you  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  backe  our  expedition  :  certaine  horfe 
Of  my  coofen  Vernons  are  not  yet  come  vp : 
Your  Vncle  Worceflers  horfes  came  but  to  dayj  22 

And  now  their  pride  and  mettall  is  afleepe, 
Their  courage,  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull, 
That  not  a  horfe  is  halfe  the  halfe  of  himfelfe. 

Hot.  So  are  the  horfes  of  the  enemie  26 

In  generall,  iourney-bated  and  brought  low  : 

•  Scaua  Tertia.}  F. 
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The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  reft. 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  King  exceedeth  ours :  * 
For  Gods  fake,  coofen,  ftay  till  all  come  in  !  30 

[The  trumpet  founds  a  parley. 

Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  King, 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refpect. 

Hot.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt !  and  would  to  God 
You  were  of  our  determination  !  34 

Some  of  vs  loue  you  well  5  and  euen  thofe  fome 
Enuy  your  great  deferuings  and  good  name, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  qualitie, 
But  ftand  againft  vs  like  an  enemie.  38 

Blunt.  And  God  defend  but  ftill  I  fhould  ftand  fo, 
So  long  as,  out  of  limit  and  true  rule, 
You  ftand  againft  annointed  Maieftie  ! 

But,  to  my  charge  !     The  King  hath  fent  to  know  42 

The  nature  of  your  griefes  j  and  whereupon 
You  coniure  from  the  breaft  of  ciuill  peace 
Such  bold  hoftilitie,  teaching  his  dutious  land 
Audacious  crueltie.     If  that  the  King  46 

Haue  any  way  your  good  deferts  forgot, 
(Which  he  confefleth  to  be  manifold,) 
He  bids  you  name  your  griefes  -,  and,  with  all  fpeede, 
You  {hall  haue  your  defires  with  intereft,  50 

And  pardon  abfolute  for  your  felfe,  and  thefe 
Herein  milled  by  your  fuggeftion. 

Hot.  The  King  is  kind ;  and  well  we  know,  the  King 
Knowes  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay.  54 

My  father,  and  my  vncle,  and  my  felfe, 
Did  giue  him  that  fame  royaltie  he  weares ; 
And  when  he  was  not  fixe  and  twentie  ftrong, 
Sicke  in  the  worlds  regard,  wretched  and  low,  5& 

A  poore  vnminded  outlaw  fneaking  home, 
My  father  gaue  him  welcome  to  the  fhore ; 
And  when  he  heard  him  fweare  and  vow  to  God, 
He  came  but  to  be  Duke  of  Lancafter,  62. 

*29-  ours]  Q6.     our  Q. 
IV.  iii.  28-62.]  68 


Henri e  the  fourth.     {Part  I.) 

To  fue  his  liuery,  and  beg  his  peace, 

With  teares  of  innocencie,  and  tearmes  of  zeale, 

My  father,  in  kinde  heart  and  pitie  mou'd, 

Swore  him  afiiftance,  and  performd  it  too.  66 

Now  when  the  Lords  and  Barons  of  the  realme 

Perceiu'd  Northumberland  did  leane  to  him, 

The  more  and  lefle  came  in  with  cap  and  knee  ; 

Met  him  in  Borroughs,  Cities,  Villages,  70 

Attended  him  on  bridges,  ftoode  in  lanes, 

Laid  gifts  before  him,  profferd  him  their  oathes, 

Gaue  him  their  heires,  as  Pages  followed  him, 

Euen  at  the  heeles,  in  golden  multitudes.  74 

He  prefently,  (as  greatneffe  knowes  it  felfe,) 

Steps  me  a  little  higher  then  his  vow 

Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poore, 

Vpon  the  naked  more  at  Rauenfpurgh ;  78 

And  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reforme 

Some  certaine  edi6ts,  and  fome  flreight  decrees, 

That  lie  too  heauie  on  the  Common-wealth  ; 

Cries  out  vpon  abufes,  feemes  to  weepe  8a 

Ouer  his  CountreyS  wrongs  ;  and,  by  this  face, 

This  feeming  brow  of  iuftice,  did  he  winne 

The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for : 

Proceeded  further  ;  cut  me  off  the  heads  86 

Of  all  the  fauourits,  that  the  abfent  King 

In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 

When  he  was  perfonall  in  the  Iri/h  warre. 

Blunt.  Tut !  I  came  not  to  heare  this. 

Hot.  Then  to  the  poynt ! 

In  fhort  time  after,  he  depofd  the  King';  91 

Soone  after  that,  depriu'd  him  of  his  life  5 
And,  in  the  necke  of  that,  taskt  the  whole  ftate  j 
To  make  that  woorfe,  furfred  his  kinfman  March 
(Who  is,  if  euerie  owner  were  well  plac'd,  95 

Indeed  his  King)  to  be  ingagde l  in  Wales, 
There,  without  raunfome,  to  lie  forfeited; 
Difgrac't  me  in  my  happy  victories ; 
Sought  to  intrap  me  by  intelligence  ;  99 

83.   Countreys]  F3.     Countrey  Q. 
1  ingagde,  kept  as  a  gage  or  hostage. 
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Rated  mine  vnkle  from  the  Counfell  boordj 

In  rage  difmifd  my  father  from  the  Court ; 

Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong, 

And,  in  conclufion,  droue  vs  to  feeke  out  103 

This  head  of  fafetie  5   and  withall,  to  prie 

Into  his  title,  the  which  we  find 

Too  indirect  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  returne  this  anfwere  to  the  King?  107 

Hot.  Not  fo,  Sir  Walter.     Weele  withdraw  a  while. 
Go  to  the  King  5  and  let  there  be  impawnde 
Some  furety  for  a  fafe  returne  againe, 

And  in  the  morning  early  fhal  mine  vnkle  1 1 1 

Bring  him  our  purpofes  :  and  fo,  farewell ! 

Blunt.  I  would  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  loue ! 

Hot.  And  may  be,  fo  we  (hall. 

Blunt.  Pray  God  you  do  !     [Exeunt.* 


ActUS  Quartus.     Scena   Quarta.f 

York.    The  Archbishops  Palace. 

Enter  Archbifhop  of  Yorke  and%  Sir  Mighell. 

Arch,  [gfulflg  Letters]  Hie,  good  Sir  Mighell!  beare  this 
fealed  briefe, 
With  winged  hafte,  to  the  Lord  Marfhall $ 
This  to  my  coofen  Scroope ;  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  directed !     If  you  knew  4 

How  much  they  do  import,  you  would  make  hafte. 

Sir  M.  My  good  Lord, 
I  gefTe  their  tenor. 

Arch.  Like  enough  you  do. 

To  morrow,  good  Sir  Mighell,  is  a  day,  8 

Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 
Muft  bide  the  touch.     For,  fir,  at  Shrewsbury, 
As  I  am  truly  giuen  to  vnderftand, 

The  King,  with  mighty  and  quicke  raifed  power,  12 

Meetes  with  Lord  Harry.     And  I  feare,  Sir  Mighell, 

*II4.  Exeunt.']  F.     om.  Q.  %ancf]  Q2. 
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What  with  the  ncknerTe  of  Northumberland, 

(Whofe  power  was  in  the  firft  proportion,) 

And  what  with  Owen  Glendowers  abfence  thence,  16 

(Who  with  them  was  a  rated  finew  too, 

And  comes  not  in,  ouerrulde  by  prophecies,) 

I  feare  the  power  of  Percy  is  too  weake 

To  wage  an  inftant  triall  with  the  King.  20 

Sir  M.  Why,  my  good  Lord,  you  need  not  feare ; 
There  is  Douglas,  and  Lord  Mortimer. 

Arch.  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there.  23 

Sir  M.  But  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon,  Lord  Harry  Percy, 
And  there  is  my  Lord  of  Worcejler;  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriours,  noble  gentlemen. 

Arch.  And  fo  there  is  :  but  yet  the  King  hath  drawn 
The  fpeciall  head  of  all  the  land  togither  :  28 

The  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  Iohn  of  Lancafler, 
The  noble  Wejtmerland,  and  warlike  Blunt ; 
And  many  mo  coriuals,  and  deare  men 

Of  eftimation  and  command  in  armes.  32 

Sir  M.  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  they  fhalbe  wel  oppos'd. 
Arch.  I  hope  no  leffe,  yet  needfull  tis  to  feare; 
And,  to  preuent  the  worft,  Sir  Mighell,  fpeed ! 
For  if  Lord  Percy  thriue  not,  ere  the  King  36 

Difmifle  his  power,  he  meanes  to  vifit  vs, 
(For  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy,) 
And  tis  but  wifedome  to  make  ftrong  againft  him  : 
Therefore,  make  hafte  !     I  mult  go  write  againe  40 

To  other  friends  ;  and  fo,  farewell,  Sir  Mighel !         [Exeunt. 
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Actus  QuintuS.      Scena  Prima* 

The  Kings  Camp  near  Shrewsbury 

Enter  the  King,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  Iohn  of  Lancaster, 
Earle  of  Westmerland,1  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  Falstalffe. 

King.  How  bloudily  the  funne  begins  to  peare 
Aboue  yon  bulky  hill !  the  day  lookes  pale 
At  his  diftemprature. 

Prin.  The  Southren  winde 

Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purpofes,  4 

And,  by  his  hollow  whittling  in  the  leaues, 
Foretels  a  tempeft  and  a  bluftring  day. 

Kin.  Then  with  the  loofers  let  it  fimpathize, 
For  nothing  can  feeme  foule  to  thofe  that  winne  !  8 

[The  trumpet  founds. 

Enter  Worcester  and  VERNON. 

King.  How  now,  my  Lord  of  Worcejier  I  tis  not  wel, 
That  you  and  I  lhould  meet  vpon  fuch  tearmes 
As  now  we  meete.     You  haue  deceiu'd  our  truft. 
And  made  vs  doffe  our  eafie  roabes  of  peace,  12 

To  cruih  our  old  limbs  in  vngentle  Iteele  : 
This  is  not  well,  my  Lord  j  this  is  not  well. 
What  fay  you  to  it  ?  will  you  againe  vnknit 
This  churlilh  knot  of  all  abhorred  war?  16 

And  moue  in  that  obedient  orbe  againe, 
Where  you  did  giue  a  faire  and  naturall  light  j 
And  be  no  more  an  exhalde  meteor, 

And  prodigie  of  feare,  and  a  portent  20 

Of  broched  mifchiefe  to  the  vnborne  times  ? 

Worjl.  Heare  me,  my  Liege ! 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  enter taine  the  lag  end  of  my  life  24 

With  quiet  houres  5  For,  I  proteft, 
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[  haue  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike. 

King.  You  '  haue  not  fought '  it !  how  comes  it,  then  ? 

Fal.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it.  28 

Prin.  Peace,  chewet,1  peace ! 

Wor.  It  pleafd  your  Maiefty,  to  turne  your  lookes 
Of  fauor  from  my  felfe,  and  all  our  houfe  j 
And  yet  I  muft  remember  you,  my  Lord,  32 

We  were  the  firft  and  deareft  of  your  friends. 
For  you,  my  ftaffe  of  office  did  I  breake 
In  Richards  time  ;  and  ported  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kiife  your  hand,  36 

When  yet  you  were  in  place,  and  in  account, 
Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate  as  I. 
It  was  my  felfe,  my  brother,  and  his  fonne, 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  outdare  40 

The  dangers  of  the  time.     You  fwore  to  vs, 
(A.nd  you  did  fware  that  oath  at  Dancajler,) 
That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  gainft  the  ftate  j 
Nor  clame  no  further  then  your  new  falne  right,  44 

The  feat  of  Gaunt,  Dukedom  of  Lancajler  : 
To  this  we  fwore  our  aide.     But,  in  Ihort  fpace, 
It  rainde  downe  fortune,  fhowring  on  your  head  5 
And  fuch  a  floud  of  greatnelfe  fell  on  you,  48 

(What  with  our  helpe,  what  with  the  abfent  King, 
What  with  the  iniuries  of  a  wanton  time, 
The  feeming  fufferances  that  you  had  borne, 
And  the  contrarious  winds  that  held  the  King  52 

So  long  in  his  vnlucky  Irifh  wars, 
That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead,) 
And,  from  this  fwarme  of  faire  aduantages, 
You  tooke  occafion  to  be  quickly  wooed  $6 

To  gripe  the  general  fway  into  your  hand  j 
Forgot  your  oath  to  vs  at  Dancajler  ; 
And,  (being  fed  by  vs,  you  vfd  vs  fo 

As  that  vngentle  gull,  the  Cuckoes  bird,  60 

Vfeth  the  fparrow,)  did  oppreife  our  neaftj 
Grew  by  our  feeding  to  fo  great  a  bulke, 
That  euen  our  loue  durft  not  come  neare  your  fight, 

1  '  FrilingStti,  a  kind  of  daintie  chnvet  or  litle  minced  pies.' — Florio. 
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For  feare  of  fwallowing  ;  but  with  nimble  wing  64 

We  were  inforft,  for  fafety  fake,  to  flie 

Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  head ; 

Whereby  we  ftand  oppofed  by  fuch  meanes 

As  you  your  felfe  haue  forgde  againft  your  felfe,  68 

By  vnkind  vfage,  daungerous  countenance, 

And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth, 

Sworne  to  vs  in  your  yonger  enterprize. 

King.  Thefe  things,  indeed,  you  haue  articulate,  72 

Proclaim d  at  market  CrofTes,  read  in  Churches, 
To  face  the  garment  of  Rebellion 
With  fome  fine  colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changlings  and  poore  difcontents,  7^ 

Which  gape  and  rub  the  elbow  at  the  newes 
Of  hurly  burly  Innouation  : 
And  neuer  yet  did  Infurrection  want 

Such  water  colors  to  impaint  his  caufe,  80 

Nor  moody  beggars,  ftaruing  for  a  time 
Of  pell  mell  hauocke  and  confufion. 

Prin.  In  both  your  armies,  there  is  many  a  foule 
Shall  pay  full  dearely  for  this  incounter,  84 

If  once  they  ioine  in  trial.     Tell  your  nephew, 
The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  ioine  with  all  the  world 
In  praife  of  Henrie  Percy  !  by  my  hopes, 
(This  prefent  enterprife  let  off*  his  head,)  88 

I  do  not  thinke  a  brauer  Gentleman, 
More  a6tiue-valiant,  or  more  valiant-yong, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  aliue 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deedes  !  9a 

For  my  part,  (I  may  fpeake  it  to  my  ihame,) 
I  haue  a  truant  beene  to  Chiualrie ; 
(And  fo  I  heare  he  doth  account  me  too  :) 
Yet  this  before  my  fathers  Maieflie  :  96 

I  am  content  that  he  {hall  take  the  oddes 
Of  his  great  name  and  eftimation, 
And  will,  to  faue  the  blood  on  either  fide, 
Trie  fortune  with  him  in  a  fingle  fight.  100 

*88.  off]  F.     of  Q.  I  yong]  Theobald,  actiue,  valiant . .  * 
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King.  And,  Prince  of  Wales,  fo  dare  we  venture  thee, 
Albeit,  conn* derations  infinite 
Do  make  againft  it !     U  No,  good  Worcefier,  no  ! 
We  loue  our  people  well  j  euen  thofe  we  loue,  104 

That  are  mifled  vpon  your  coofens  part ; 
And,  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  grace, 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  (yea,  euery  man,) 
Shall  be  my  friend  againe,  and  ile  be  his  :  108 

So  tell  your  coofen,  and  bring  me  word 
What  he  will  do  :  But,  if  he  will  not  yeeld, 
Rebuke  and  dread  Correction  waight  on  vs, 
And  they  {hall  do  their  office.     So,  be  gone!  112 

We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  replie  : 
We  offer  faire$  take  it  aduifedly  ! 

[Exeunt  Worcester  and  VERNON. 

Prin.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life ! 
The  Dowglas  and  the  Hot/pur  both  togither,  116 

Are  confident  againft  the  world  in  armes. 

•King.  Hence,  therefore,  euery  leader  to  his  charge  5 
For,  on  their  anfwere,  will  we  fet  on  them  : 
And  God  befriend  vs,  as  our  caufe  is  iuft  !  120 

[Exeunt:  manent  Prince,  Falst. 

Faljl.  Hal,  if  thou  fee  me  downe  in  the  battel,  and  beftride 
me,  fo!  tis  a  poynt  of  friendfhip! 

Prin.  Nothing  but  a  Coloflus  can  do  thee  that  'friendfhip  '. 
Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewell !  124 

Fal.  I  would  twere  bed  time,  Hal,  and  all  well ! 

Prin.  Why,  thou  oweft  God  a  death  !  [Exit   126 

Falft.  Tis  not  due  yet  j  I  would  be  loath  to  pay  him  before 
his  day.  What  need  I  be  fo  forwarde  with  him  that  cals  not 
on  mee?  Well, tis  no  matter!  Honor  prickes  me  on.  Yea, 
but  how  if  Honor  pricke  me  off  when  I  come  on  ?  how  [130 
then  ?  Can  Honor  fet-to  a  leg  ?  No !  Or  an  arme  ?  No  !  Or 
take  away  the  griefe  of  a  wound  ?  No  !  Honor  hath  no  skil 
in  furgerie,  then  ?  No !  What  is  Honor  ?  A  word  !  What  is 
in  that  word  •  Honor  '  ?  what  is  that  •  Honour '  ?  Aire.  [134 
A  trim  reckoning  !  Who  hath  it  ?  He  that  died  a  Wednesday. 
Doth  he  feele  it  ?    No!    Doth  he  heare  it  ?   No!    Tis  infenfible 

114.  Exeunt .  .  .]  Exit  Worcester.  Q. 
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thew?  Yea,  to  the  dead.  But  wil  it*  not  liue  with  the 
liuing?  No!  Why?  Detraction  will  not  fuffer  it.  [138 
Therefore  ile  none  of  it.  Honor  is  a  meere  skutchion ;  and 
fo  ends  my  Catechifme  !  [Exit. 


Actus  Quint  US.      Scena  Secunda.t 

The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewsbury;   then  (after  I.  101) 
the  Field  of  Battle. 

Enter  Worcester,  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

TVor.  O,  no  !  my  nephew  muft  not  know,  Sir  Richard, 
The  liberal  and  kind  offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  Twere  belt  he  did. 

Wor.  Then  are  we  all  vndone.J 

It  is  not  poffible,  it  cannot  be,  4 

The  King  ihould  keepe  his  word  in  louing  vs ; 
He  will  tufpect  vs  ftill,  and  find  a  time 
To  punifh  this  offence  in  other  faults  : 

Suppofition,  al  our  liues,  fhall  be  ftucke  full  of  eyes  j  8 

For  Treafon  is  but  trufted  like  the  Foxe, 
Who,  neuer  fo  tame,  fo  cherifht,  and  lockt  vp, 
Will  haue  a  wilde  tricke  of  his  ancefters, 
Looke  how  we  can,  or  fad  or  merely,  12 

Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  lookes, 
And  we  fhall  feed  like  oxen  at  a  flail, 
The  better  cherifht,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 
My  nephewes  trefpafTe  may  be  well  forgot ;  16 

It  hath  the  excufe  of  youth  and  heat  of  blood  5 
And  an  adopted  name  of  priueledge, 
1 A  hair-braind  Hotfpur,'  gouernd  by  a  fpleene . 
All  his  offences  liue  vpon  my  head,  20 

And  on  his  fathers  j  We  did  traine  him  on, 
And,  his  corruption  being  tane  from  vs, 
We,  as  the  fpring  of  all,  fhall  pay  for  all. 
Therefore,  good  coofen,  let  not  Harry  know,  24 

In  any  cafe,  the  offer  of  the  King. 

*I37.  wil  it  not]  Q2.     wil  not  Q.  f  Scena  Secunda.]  F. 

I3.  vndone]  Q5.     vnder  one  Q. 
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Ver.  Deliuer  what  you  will ;  ile  fay  tis  fo. 
Here  corns  your  coofen ! 

Enter  Percy  (Hotspurre  *),  and  DOUGLAS ;  Officers 
and  Souldiers  behind. 

Hot.  My  vncle  is  returnd  : — 

[To  an  Officer]   Deliuer  vp  my  Lord  of  Weftmerland !         28 

[Exit  Officer. 
H  Vncle,  what  newes  ? 

Wor.  The  King  will  bid  you  battell  prefently. 

Doug.  Dene  him  by  the  Lord  of  Weftmerland  ! 

Hot.  Lord  Douglas,  go  you  and  tell  him  fo  !  32 

Doug.  Marry,  and  fhal,  and  very  willingly  !        [Exit  Dou. 

Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  mercie  in  the  King. 

Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ?     God  forbid ! 

Wor.  I  tolde  him  gently  of  our  greeuances,  36 

Of  his  oath  breaking  ;  which  he  mended  thus, 
By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfworne : 
He  cals  vs  *  rebels',  ■  traitors  '  5  and  will  fcourge, 
With  haughtie  armes,  this  hateful  1  name  in  vs.  40 

Re-enter  Douglas. 

Doug.  Arme,  gentlemen  !  to  armes !  for  I  haue  throwne 
A  braue  defiance  in  King  Henries  teeth, 
(And  Weftmerland,  that  was  ingag'd,1  did  beare  it,) 
Which  cannot  chufe  but  bring  him  quickly  on.  44 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  ftept  forth  before  the  King, 
And,  nephew,  chalengd  you  to  fmgle  fight. 

Hot.  O  !  would  the  quarrel  lay  vpon  our  heads  5 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  fhort  breath  to  day,  48 

But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth  !  Tell  me  !  tell  me ! 
How  ihewed  his  tasking  ?  feemd  it  in  contempt  ? 

Ver.  No,  by  my  foule  !  I  neuer  in  my  life 
Did  heare  a  chalenge  vrgde  more  modeftly,  52 

Vnlefle  a  brother  fhould  a  brother  dare, 
To  gentle  exercife  and  proofe  of  armes. 


27.  Enter  .  .  .]  Enter  Percy.  Q 
(against  1.  25) .  Enter  Hotspurre. 
F  (after  cosin,  1.  27). 


*27.  Hotspurre}  Q2. 
1  ingasfd,  kept  as  a  gage  or  host- 
age.    See  IV.  iii.  96,  p.  69. 
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He  gaue  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man ; 

Trimd  vp  your  praifes  with  a  Princely  tongue;  $6 

Spoke  your  deferuings  like  a  Chronicle ; 

Making  you  euer  better  then  his  praife, 

By  Hill  difpraifing  praife,  valued  with  you : 

And,  which  became  him  like  a  Prince  indeed,  60 

He  made  a  bluihing  citall  of  himfelfe; 

And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  fuch  a  grace, 

As  if  he  maflred  there  a  double  fpirit, 

Of  teaching  and  of  learning  inftantly.  64 

There  did  he  paufe :  but  let  me  tel  the  world, 

If  he  outliue  the  enuie  of  this  day, 

England  did  neuer  owe 1  fo  fweete  a  hope, 

So  much  mifconftrued  in  his  wantonnefle.  68 

Hotfp.  Coofen,  I  think  thou  art  enamored 
On  his  follies :  neuer  did  I  heare, 
Of  any  prince,  fo  wilde  a  libertie. 
But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night  72 

I  will  imbrace  him  with  a  fouldiours  arme, 
That  he  fhall  fhrinke  vnder  my  curtefie. 

II  Arme  !  arme  with  fpeed  !  and  fellowes,  foldiors,  friends ! 
Better  confider  what  you  haue  to  do,  *         J  6 
Then  I,  that  haue  not  wel  the  gift  of  tongue, 

Can  lift  your  blood  vp  with  perfwafion. 

Enter  a  MefTenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 

Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now.  80 

51 0  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  fhort ! 
To  fpend  that  fhortnes  bafely  were  too  long 
If  life  did  ride  vpon  a  dials  point, 

Still  ending  at  the  arriuall  of  an  houre.  84 

And  if  we  liue,  we  Hue  to  tread  on  kings, 
If  die,  braue  death,  when  princes  die  with  vs  \ 
Now,  for  our  confciences,  the  armes  are  faire,' 
When  the  intent  of  bearing  them  is  iuft.  88 

1  owe  =  own. 

71.  a  libertie]  Q.     at  libertie  Q5.     a  libertine  Capell. 
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Enter  another  MefTenger.* 

Mef.  My  Lord,  prepare !  the  King  comes  on  apace. 

Hot.  I  thanke  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale, 
For  I  profeffe  not  talking ;  onely  this  : 

Let  each  man  do  his  belt !   and  here  draw  I  92 

A  fword,  whofe  temper  I  intend  to  ftaine 
With  the  beft  bloud  that  I  can  meet  withall, 
In  the  aduenture  of  this  perillous  day ! 

Now,  ( Efperance ! '  '  Percy  ! '  and  let  on  !  96 

11  Sound  all  the  loftie  inftruments  of  war, 
H  And  by  that  Muficke  let  vs  all  embrace  ! 
For,  heauen  to  earth,  fome  of  vs  neuer  fhall 
A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  courtefie  !  100 

{Here  they  embrace;  the  trumpets  found;  the  King 
enters  with  his  Power ;  alarme  to  the  battel :  then  enter 
Douglas,  and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  What  is  thy  name,  that  in  the  battell  thus 
Thou  croffeft  me  ?     What  honour  doft  thou  feeke 
Vpon  my  head  ? 

Doug.  Know,  then,  my  name  is  Douglas ! 

And  I  do  haunt  thee  '  in  the  battell  thus,'  104 

Becaufe  fome  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  King. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Doug.  The  Lord  of  Stafford,  deare  to  day  hath  bought 
Thy  likeneffej  for,  in  fteed  of  thee,  King  Harry,  108 

This  fword  hath  ended  him  :  fo  fhall  it  thee, 
VnlefTe  thou  yeeld  thee  as  my  prifoner. 

Blunt.  I  was  not  borne  a  yeelder,  thou  proud  Scot  I 
And  thou  malt  find  a  King  that  will  reuenge  112 

Lord  Stqffords  death ! 

[Theyjight.     Douglas  kils  Blunt  :  then  enter  Hotspuk. 

Hot.  O  Douglas  I  hadfl:  thou  fought  at  Holmedon  thus, 
I  neuer  had  triumpht  vpon  a  Scot.  115 

Doug.  Als  done,  als  won !  here,  breathles,  lies  the  King ! 

Hot.  Where? 

Doug,  [pointing  to  Blunts  body.']  Here ! 

Hot.  This,  Douglas  ?no:  I  know  this  face  full  well, 

*%%.  Messenger}  F.     ora.  Q.  101.  the]  Hanmer. 
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A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt; 

Semblably  furnifht,  like  the  King  himfelfe.  120 

Doug,  [looking  vpon  Blunt's  body.']   '  Ah,  foole ! '  goe 
with  thy  foule  whither  it  goes ! 
A  borrowed  title  haft  thou  bought  too  deare : 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  King  ? 

Hot.  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  coates.         124 

Doug.  Now,  by  my  fword,  I  will  kill  al  •  his  coates ' ! 
He  murder  all  his  wardrop,  peece  by  peece, 
Vntill  I  meete  the  King ! 

Hot.  Vp,  and  away ! 

Our  fouldiers  ftand  full  fairely  for  the  day.        [Exeunt.*  128 

Alarme.     Enter  Falstalffe,  folus. 

Faljl.  Though  I  could  fcape  ihot-free  at  London,  I  feare 
the  '  mot '  here  :  heres  no  skoring  but  vpon  the  pate.  [Sees 
BLUNTS  body.']  Soft!  who  are  you?  Sir  Walter  Blunt: 
theres  'honour'  for  you!  heres  no  vanitie !  I  am  as  [132 
hot  as  molten  lead,  &  as  heauie  too  :  God  keepe  '  leade  ■  out 
of  me !  I  need  no  more  weight  then  mine  owne  bowels.  I 
haue  led  my  rag  of  Muffins  x  where  they  are  pepperd :  theres 
not  three  of  my  150.  left  aliue  5  and  they  are  for  the  townes 
ende,  to  beg  during  life. — But  who  comes  here  ?  137 

Enter  the  Prince. 

Prin.  What !  ftands  thou  idle  here?  lend  me  thy  fword ! 
Many  a  noble  man  lies  ftarke  and  ftifFe, 
Vnder  the  hoofes  of  vaunting  enemies,  140 

Whofe  deaths  are  yet  vnreuengd :  I  preethe,  lend  mee  thy 
fword ! 

Faljl.  O  Hal,  I  preethe,  giue  me  leaue  to  breath  a  while ! 
Turke  Gregorie  neuer  did  fuch  deeds  in  armes 
As  I  haue  don  this  day  !  144 

I  haue  paid  Percy,  I  haue  made  him  fure  ! 

Prin.  He  is,  indeed  3  and  liuing  to  kill  thee. 
I  preethe,  lend  me  thy  fword ! 

Fal.  Nay,  before  God,  Hal !  if  Percy  be  aliue,  thou  gets 
not  my  fword ;  but  take  my  piftoll,  if  thou  wilt.  149 

121,  'Ah,  foole V  goe]  Ah  foole,  I      *I28.  Exeunt]  F. 
goe  Q.     A  fool  go  Capell.  J      x  rag  of  Muffins  —  ragamuffins. 
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Prin.  Giue  it  me  ! — What !  is  it  in  the  cafe  ? 
Falji.  I,  Hal ;  tis  hot,  tis  hot !    theres   that   will   facke   a 
Citie ! 

[The  Prince  drawes  it  out,  and  finds  it  to  be  a  bottle 
of  Sacke. 
Prin.  What !  is  it  a  time  to  ieft  and  dally  now  ?  152 

\_He  throwes  the  bottle  at  him. 
Faljl.  Well,  if  Percy    be    aliue,    ile    'pierce'  him.   [Exit 
Prince.]    If  hee  doe  come  in  my  way,  fo :  if  he  doe  not,  if 
I  come  in  his  willingly,  let  him  make  a  Carbonado  of  me !  I 
like  not  156 

Such  grinning  honour  as  Sir  IValter  hath : 
Giue  me  life !  which  if  I  can  faue,  fo :  if  not,  honor  comes 
vnlookt  for,  and  theres  an  end !  [Exit.* 


ActUS  Quint  US.      Scena  TertiaA 

Another  part  of  the  Field. 

Alarme.     Excurjions.     Enter  the  King,  the  Prince,  Lord 
Iohn  of  Lancaster,  Earle  o/*Westmerland 

King.  I  preethe, 
Harry,  withdraw  thy  felfe !  thou  bleeder!  too  much 
U  Lord  Iohn  of  Lancajler,  go  you  with  him ! 

P.  Iohn.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  vnleffe  I  did  bleed  too  4 

Prin.  I  befeech  your  Maieftie,  make  vp, 
Leaf!  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

King.  I  will  do  fo. 
U  My  Lord  of  Wejlmerland,  lead  him  to  his  tent ! 

Weft.  Come,  my  Lord,  ile  lead  you  to  your  tent.  9 

Prin.  *  Lead  '  me,  my  Lord?  I  do  not  need  your  helpe  ■ 
And  God  forbid  a  mallow  fcratch  ihould  driue 
The  Prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this, 
Where  ftaind  nobilitie  lies  troden  on,  13 

And  rebels  armes  triumphe  in  maffacres ! 

Ioh.  We  breath  too  long  :  come,  coofen  Wejlmerland, 

153-4.    Exit   Prince.]    Exit.   Q  j      *I59.  Exit.']  F. 
(after  bottle  at  him,  1.  152).  f  Scena  Tertia.]  F. 
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Our  dutie  this  way  lies  3  For  Gods  fake,  come! 

[Exeunt  Prince  Iohn  and  Westmorland. 

Prin.  By  God,  thou  haft  deceiu'd  me,  Lancqfter !  17 

I  did  not  thinke  thee  Lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit  • 
Before,  I  lou'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John ; 
But  now,  I  do  refpect  thee  as  my  foule ! 

King.  I  law  him  hold  Lord  Percy  at  the  poynt,  21 

With  luftier  maintenance  then  I  did  looke  for 
Of  fuch  an  vngrowne  warrior. 

Prin.  O,  this  boy 

Lends  mettall  to  vs  all !  [Exit. 

Entei  Dowglas.* 

Doug.  Another  King  !  they  grow  like  Hydraes  heads !    25 
I  am  the  Douglas,  fatall  to  all  thofe 
That  weare  thofe  colours  on  them.     What  art  thou, 
That  counterfetft  the  perfon  of  a  King.  28 

King.  The  'King'  himfelf  5  who,  Douglas,  grieues  at  hart. 
So  many  of  his  lhadowes  thou  haft  met, 
And  not  the  verie  King.     I  haue  two  boies 
Seeke  Percy  and  thy  felfe  about  the  field,  32 

But,  feeing  thou  falft  on  me  fo  luckily, 
I  will  affay  thee :  and  defend  thy  felfe  ! 

Doug.  I  feare  thou  art  another  counterfet ; 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thou  beareft  thee  like  a  King;  36" 

But  mine  I  am  fure  thou  art,  who  ere  thou  be, 
And  thus  I  winne  thee ! 

\_TlieyJight ;  the  King  being  in  danger,  re-enter  Prince 
of  Wales. 

Prin.  Hold  vp  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art  like 
Neuer  to  hold  it  vp  againe  !  the  fpirits  40 

Of  Valiant  Sherly,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  armes : 
It  is  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  threatens  thee  j 
Who  neuer  promifeth  but  he  meanes  to  pay ! 

[They  fight:  DovGLAsfiieth. 
IT  Cheerly,  my  Lord  !  how  fares  your  Grace  ?  44 

Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey  hath  for  fuccour  fent, 
And  fo  hath  Clifton  :  ile  to  Clifton  ftraight ! 

*24.  Enter  Dowglas]  F.  34.  and]  Q.     so  F. 
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King.  Stay,  and  breath  a  while ! 
Thou  haft  redeemed  thy  loft  opinion  j  48 

And  fhewde  thou  makft  fome  tender  of  my  life, 
In  this  faire  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

Prin.  O  God !  they  did  me  too  much  iniury, 
That  euer  faid  I  harkned  for  your  death !  52 

If  it  were  fo,  I  might  haue  let  alone 
The  infulting  hand  of  Douglas  ouer  you ; 
Which  would  hane  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end 
As  al  the  poifonous  potions  in  the  world,  56 

And  fau'd  the  trecherous  labour  of  your  fonne. 

King.  Make  vp  to  Clifton  !  ile  to  Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey ! 

[Exit  Ki. 

Enter  Hotspur. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth. 

Prin.  Thou  fpeakft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name.  60 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

Pr.  Why,  then  I  fee 

A  very  valiant  rebel  of  the  name. 
1  am  the  Prince  of  Wales ;  and  thinke  not,  Percy, 
To  {hare  with  me  in  glory  any  more :  64 

Two  ftars  keepe  not  their  motion  in  one  fphere ; 
Nor  can  one  England  brooke  a  double  raigne, 
Of  Harry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  Wales  ! 

Hot.  Nor*  fhal  it,  Harry;  for  the  houre  is  come  68 

To  end  the  one  of  vs  3  and  would  to  God 
Thy  name  in  armes  were  now  as  great  as  mine ! 

Prin.  Ile  make  it  greater  ere  I  part  from  thee  j 
And  al  the  budding  honors  on  thy  creft  72 

Ile  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brooke  thy  vanities  !  [They  fight. 

Enter  Falstalffe. 

Falfl.  Well  faid,1  Hall!  to  it,  Hall!    Nay,  you  fhall  find 
no  boyes  play  here,  I  can  tel  you !  76 

*68.  Nor]  Q5.    Now  Q.  »   Well  said =  Well  done  ! 
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Re-enter  Douglas  j  he  fighteth  with  Falstalffe,  he  (FAIr 
STAPFE)  fats  down  as  if  he  were  dead:  then  exit  DOUGLAS. 
The  Prince  killeth  Percy. 

Hot.  Oh,  Harry,  thou  haft  robd  me  of  my  youth  ! 
I  better  brooke  the  loffe  of  brittle  life, 

Then  thofe  proud  titles  thou  haft  won  of  me,  79 

They  wound  my  thoughts  worfe  then  thy  fword  my  flefh  ! 
But  thoughts,  (the  flaues  of  Life,)  and  Life,  (Times  foole,) 
And  Time,  that  takes  furuey  of  all  the  world, 
Muft  haue  a  flop  !     O !  I  could  prophecy, 
But  that  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  Death  84 

Lies  on  my  tongue : — no,  Percy,  thou  art  dull, 
And  food  for  ...  .  [Dle8. 

Pr.   '  For  wormes ',  braue  Percy  I    Fare  thee  wel,  great 
hart! 
Ill  weaud  Ambition,  how  much  art  thou  fhrunke !  88 

When  that  this  body  did  containe  a  fpirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a  bound  j 
But  now  two  paces  of  the  vileft  earth 

Is  roome  inough :  this  earth,  that  beares  the  dead,  92 

Beares  not  aliue  fo  ftout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  fenfible  of  curtefie, 
I  Ihoald  not  make  fo  deare  a  {hew  of  zeale : 
But  let  my  fauors  hide  thy  mangled  face ;  06 

[Couers  Hot.s  face  with  a  scarffe. 
And,  euen  in  thy  behalfe,  ile  thanke  my  felfe, 
For  doing  thefe  faire  rights  x  of  tenderneife. 
Adiew !  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  heauen ! 
Thy  ignominy  fleepe  with  thee  in  the  graue,  100 

But  not  remembred  in  thy  Epitaph ! 

[Hefpieth  Falstalffe  on  the  ground. 
What,  old  acquaintance !  could  not  all  this  flefh 
Keepe  in  a  little  life  ?     Poore  Iacke,  farewell ! 
I  could  haue  better  fparde  a  better  man :  104 

O,  I  mould  haue  a  heauy  miffe  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  loue  with  vanitie !  106 

Death  hath  not  ftrooke  fo  fat  a  Deere  to  day, 

1  rights  =  rites. 
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Though  many  dearer,  in  this  bloudy  fray.  108 

Inboweld  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by  j 

Til  then,  in  bloud,  by  noble  Percy  lie!  no 

[Exit.  Falstalffe  rifeth  vp. 
Fal.  '  Inboweld ' !  if  thou  inbowel  me  to  day,  ile  giue 
you  leaue  to  powder  me  and  eate  me  too,  to  morrowe. 
Zbloud !  twas  time  to  counterfet,  or  that  hot  termagant  [113 
Scot  had  paide  me  '  fcot '  and  lot  too !  '  Counterfet '  ?  I  lie,  I 
am  no  counterfet :  to  die,  is  to  bee  a  counterfet  j  for  he  is 
but  the  counterfet  of  a  man,  who  hath  not  the  life  of  a  maw : 
but  to  couwterfet  dying,  when  a  man  therby  liueth,  is  [117 
to  be  no  counterfet,  but  the  true  &  perfect  image  of  life 
indeed.  The  better  parte  of  valour  is  difcretion  j  in  the 
which  '  better  part '  I  haue  faued  my  life. — Zounds  !  I  am 
afraid  of  this  gunpowder  Percy,  though  he  be  dead:  [121 
how,  if  he  fhould  counterfet  too,  and  rife?  by  my  faith,  I 
am  afraid  hee  woulde  proue  the  better  counterfet.  Therefore 
ile  make  him  furej  yea,  and  ile  fweare  I  kild  him.  Why 
may  not  he  rife  afwell  as  I  ?  Nothing  confutes  me  but  [125 
eies,  and  no  body  fees  me.  Therefore,  firrha  [stabs  him], 
with  a  new  wound  in  your  thigh,  come  you  along  with  me ! 
[He  takes  vp  Hotspur  on  his  backe. 

Re-enter  Prince  and  *  Iohn  of  Lancaster. 

Prtn.  Come,  brother  Iohn !  full  brauely  haft  thou  flefht 
Thy  mayden  fword.  129 

Iohn  of  Lan.  But,  foft !  whom  haue  we  heere  ? 
Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

Prin.  I  did  j  I  faw  him  dead,  132 

Breathlefle  and  bleeding  on  the  ground.     IT  Art  thou  aliue  ? 
Or  is  it  fantafie  that  playes  vpon  our  eiefight  ? 
I  preethe,  fpeake !  we  will  not  truft  our  eies 
Without  our  eares :  thou  art  not  what  thou  feemft.  136 

Fal.  No,  thats  certaine ;  I  am  not  a  double  man  :  but  if  I 
bee  not  Iacke  Faljlalffe,  then  am  I  a  Jacke  I  There  is  Percy  ! 
[throws  the  body  down]  if  your  father  will  doe  me  anie 
honour,  fo !  if  not,  let  him  kill  the  next  Percie  himfelfe !  I 
looke  to  bee  either  Earle  or  Duke,  I  can  affure  you.  141 

*I27.  and  Iohn]  Q2.     Iohn  Q. 
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Pnn.  Why,  Percy  I  kild  my  felfe,  and  faw  thee  dead ! 

Faljl.  Didft  thou  ?  Lord,  Lord  !  howe  this  world  is  giuen 
to  lying !  I  graunt  you  I  was  downe,  and  out  of  breath  j  and 
fo  was  he  :  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and  fought  a  long 
houre  by  Shreweshurie  clocke.  If  I  may  be  beleeude,  [146 
fo$  if  not,  let  them  that  mould  rewarde  valour,  beare  the 
finne  vppon  their  owne  heads !  He  take  it  vpon  my  death,  I 
gaue  him  this  wound  in  the  thigh !  if  the  man  were  aliue,  and 
would  denie  it,  zounds '  I  would  make  him  eate  a  peece  of 
myfword!  151 

Iohn.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  tale  that  euer  I  heard ! 

Prin.  '  This  is  the  ftrangeft  '  fellow,  brother  Iohn. 
H  Come !  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  backe ! 
For  my  part,  if  a  lie  may  do  thee  grace,  155 

He  guild  it  with  the  happieft  termes  I  haue. 

[A  retraite  is  founded. 

Pnn.  The  Trumpet  founds  retrait ;  the  day  is  ours.* — 
Come,  brother !  let  vs  to  the  higheft  of  the  held, 
To  fee  what  friends  are  liuing,  who  are  dead.  159 

[Exeunt  Prince  and  Lancaster. 

Fal.  lie  follow,  as  they  fay,  for  reward.  Hee  that  rewardes 
mee,  God  reward  him !  If  I  do  growe  great,  ile  growe  lefle  j 
for  ile  purge,  and  leaue  Sacke,  and  Hue  cleanlie  as  a  noble 
man  mould  do.  [Exit,  bearing  off  the  body.   163 


Actus  Quintus.      Sccena   Quarta.f 

Another  part  of  the  Field. 

The  Trumpets  found.  Enter  the  King,  Prince  of  Wales, 
Lord  Iohn  of  Lancaster,  Earle  of  Westmerland,  and 
others,  with  Worcester  and  Vernon  prifoners. 

King.  Thus  euer  did  rebellion  find  rebuke ! — 
111  fpirited  Worcefler  I  did  not  we  fend  grace, 
Pardon,  and  tearmes  of  loue,  to  all  of  you  > 
And  wouldft  thou  turne  our  offers  contrary  ?  4 

*I57.  ours]  Q2.     out  Q.  t  Scana  Quarta.]  F. 
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Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  kinfmans  truft  ? 

Three  knights  vpon  our  party  flaine  to  day, 

A  noble  Earle,  and  many  a  creature  elfe, 

Had  been  aliue  this  houre,  8 

Tf,  like  a  Chriftian,  thou  hadft  truly  borne, 

Betwixt  our  armies,  true  intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I  haue  done,  my  fafety  vrg'd  me  to  j 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently,  12 

Since  not  to  be  auoided  it  fals  on  me. 

King.  Beare  Worcejier  to  the  death,  and  Vernon  too  ! 
Other  Offendors  we  will  paufe  vpon. 

[Exeunt  Worcester  and  Vernon,*  guarded. 
IT  How  goes  the  field  ?  16 

Prin.  The  noble  Scot,  Lord  Dowglas,  (when  he  faw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turnd  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  flaine,  and  all  his  men 

Vpon  the  foot  of  feare,)  fled  with  the  reft ;  20 

And,  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  fo  bruifd, 
That  the  purfuers  tooke  him.     At  my  tent 
The  Douglas  is ;  and  I  befeech  your  Grace 
I  may  difpofe  of  him. 

King.  With  all  my  hart.  24 

Prin.  I  thanke  your  Grace  for  this  high  curtefie, 
Which  I  fliall  giue  away  immediatly. 
U  Then,  brother  Iohn  of  Lancqfter,  to  you 
This  honorable  bounty  ftial  belong :  28 

Go  to  the  Douglas,  and  deliuer  him 
Vp  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefle  and  free. 
His  valours,  fliewne  vpon  our  Crefts  to  daie, 
Haue  taught  vs  how  to  cherifli  fuch  high  deeds,  32 

Euen  in  the  bofome  of  our  aduerfaries. 

King.  Then  this  remaines :  that  we  deuide  our  power. — 
You  fonne  Iohn,  U  and  my  coofen  Wejlmerland, 
Towards  York  ftial  bend  you,  with  your  deereft  fpeed,         $6 
To  meet  Northumberland  and  the  Prelate  Scroope, 
Who,  as  we  heare,  are  bufily  in  armes  : 


mediatly.]  Iohn.     I  thanke 
immediatly.  Q  (after  1.  33). 


*I5.  Exeunt.  ..]  Exit  Worcester 
and  Vernon.  F. 

25,  26.  Prin.  I  thanke  .  .  .  im- 
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My  felfe  (1f  and  you,  fonne  Harry)  will  towards  Wales, 

To  fight  with  Glendower  and  the  Earle  of  March.  40 

Rebellion  in  this  land  lhall  loofe  his  fway, 
Meeting  the  checke  of  fuch  another  day :  42 

And  fince  this  bufinefle  fo  faire  is  done, 
Let  vs  not  leaue  till  all  our  owne  be  won  !  Exeunt.  44 


FINIS, 


V.  iv.  39-44-] 


NOTES. 

p.  3,  I.  i.  71,  72.  Mordake  Earle  of Fife ',  and  eldest  sonne  To  beaten 
Douglas ;  &c.  *  Murdach  Stewart  [was  the]  eldest  son  of  Robert 
Duke  of  Albany,  Regent  of  Scotland,  who  was  the  third  son  of 
King  Robert  II.' — French's  Shakspeareana  Genealogica,  p.  73. 
Under  the  reign  of  Henry  IV,  Holinshed  records  that  'of  pri- 
soners,' taken  at  the  battle  of  Homeldon,  '  among  other  were  these, 
Mordacke  earle  of  Fife,  son  to  the  gouernour  Archembald  earle 
Dowglas,'  &c. — 2nd  ed.,  vol.  iii.,  p.  520,  col.  2,  11.  59-61.  (So, 
with  no  material  difference,  in  the  1st  ed.)  Steevens  supposed 
that  the  absence  of  a  comma  after  •  gouernour '  misled  Shakspere. 
Yet  from  the  occurrence  of  the  word  'eldest'  it  can  hardly  be 
doubted  that  Shakspere  had  seen  one  or  both  of  the  following 
passages  from  the  Hist,  of  Scotland  {Holinshed,  ed.  2,  vol.  i.  p. 
252,  col.  1  at  foot,  and  col.  2).  '  In  this  armie  [at  Homeldon]  there 
was  with  the  Dowglasse,  Murdocke  eldest  sonne  to  duke  Robert 

earle  of  Fife,'  &c 'Archembald  earle  of  Dowglas,  Murdocke 

Steward  eldest  sonne  to  duke  Robert  the  gouernour  .  .  .  were  taken 
prisoners.'     (So,  with  no  material  difference,  in  the  1st  ed.) 

p.  40,  II.  iv.  472.  I  deny  your  Maior.  For  the  sake  of  a  pun  upon 
Major  and  Mayor,  Falstaff  misapplied  the  logical  term.  He  had 
admitted  (II.  iv.  257,  p.  35)  that  he  was  'a  cowarde  on  instinct.' 
The  Prince's  quip,  stated  as  a  syllogism,  would  be :  A  natural 
coward  is  a  coward  without  instinct.  Falstaff  is  a  coward  without 
instinct :  Therefore  Falstaff  is  a  natural  coward.  Falstaff  should 
have  denied  the  minor. 

p.  43,  III.  i.  II,  12.  These  lines  should  perhaps  be  arranged  as  verse. 
And .  .  .  hell,  As  .  . .  spoken  of. 

p.  46,  III.  i.  146-150.  the  Moldwarp  .  .  .  couching  Leon.  Of  the 
'  tripartite  indenture ',  by  which  England  was  divided,  Holinshed 
says  :  '  This  was  doone  (as  some  haue  said)  through  a  foolish  credit 
giuen  to  a  vaine  prophesie,  as  though  king  Henrie  was  the  mold- 
warpe,  curssed  of  Gods  owne  mouth,  and  they  three  were  the 
dragon,  the  lion,  and  the  wolfe,  which  should  diuide  this  realme 
betweene  them.' — ed.  2,  iii.  521/1/67-72. 

p.  51,  III.  ii.  62.  carded.  The  usual  meaning  of  'card'  is  to  comb; 
and,  metaphorically,  to  mingle,  which  latter  sense  it  bears  in  Piers 
Plowman,  Text  C,  Passus  xii.  11.  14,  15  (E.  E.  T.  S.  ed.)  : 

'  Wysdom  and  Wit  now  *  is  nat  worth  a  carse 
Bote  hit  be  carded  with  couetyse  *  as  closers  kemben  wolle.' 
This  metaphorical  use  is  further  illustrated  in  the  following  passages 
quoted  by  Steevens, — and  now  verified, — to  support  his  conjecture 
that  the  metaphor  may  '  be  taken  from  mingling  coarse  wool  with 
fine,  and  carding  them  together,  whereby  the  value  of  the  latter  is 
diminished.' — Var.  Sh.,  1821,  xvi.  327,  328.  'Last  to  you  Tom 
tapster,  .  .  .  that  carde  your  beere  (if  you  see  your  guests  begin  to 
be  drunkeN  halfe  smal  &  halfe  strong' :  &c. — Greene's  Qvipfor  an 
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Vpstart  Courtier,  1592,  Huth  Lib.  ed.  of  Greene's  Works,  vol.  xi. 
p.  275.  'his  [Thomas  Deloney's]  Muse,  from  the  first  peeping 
foorth,  hath  stood  at  Liuery  at  an  Ale-house  wispe,  neuer  exceed- 
ing a  penny  a  quart,  day  nor  night ;  and  this  deare  yeare,  together 
with  the  silencing  of  his  loombes,  scarce  that ;  he  being  strained  to 
betake  him  to  carded  Ale  :  whence  it  proceedeth  that  since  Candle- 
mas or  his  Iigge  of  John  for  the  King,  not  one  merrie  Dittie  will 
come  from  him,  but  The  Thunder-bolt  against  Swearers?  &c. — Haue 
•with  you  to  Saffron-vvalden,  1596,  Huth  Lib.  ed.  of  Nashe's 
Works,  vol.  iii.  pp.  123,  124. 

1  But  mine  [his  wife  Maria]  is  such  a  drench  of  balderdash, 
Such  a  strange  carded  cunningness,  the  rainbow, 
When  she  hangs  bent  in  Heav'n  sheds  not  her  colours 
Quicker,  and  more,  than  this  deceitful  woman.' — Spoken  by 
Petruchio,  in  Fletcher's  Woman's  Prize,  Act  IV.  sc.  ii. 

In  the  next  quotation — referred  to  by  Farmer — the  primary 
meaning  'comb'  passes  into  a  metaphorical  weed,  refine.  'It  is 
necessary  that  this  book  be  carded  [se  escarde  orig.]  and  purged  of 
certain  base  things,  that  lurk  among  his  high  conceits.' — Shelton's 
trans,  of  Don  Quijote,  1620  (1675),  Pt.  I.,  chap,  vi.,  p.  10,  verso. 

The  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat  holds  that  'card'  means  1.  to  tease 
wool ;  2.  (metaphorically)  to  manipulate.  The  ideas  of  disentangling 
and  entangling  are  confounded.  So  'ravel'  means  I.  to  disen- 
tangle ;  2.  to  entangle.  Thus  '  card  ',  to  comb,  separate,  obtains  the 
opposite  sense  of  mingling.  Dr.  Furnivall  believes  that  the  pri- 
mary sense  of  '  card '  predominates  in  the  expression  '  carding  his 
state ' :  the  regal  dignity  being  imaged  as  a  mass  of  wool,  combed 
into  filaments,  and  thus  shredded  and  frittered  away.  It  may  be, 
however,  that  Warburton  was  right  in  supposing  that  'carded' 
here  =  *  carded,  discarded. 

63,  IV.  i.  98,  99.  All  plumde,  like  Estridges  that  with  the  wind; 
Baited,  like  Eagles  hauing  lately  bathd.  Rowe  read  wing.  Malone 
supposed  that  '  Baited '  meant  bating,  fluttering;  the  passive  being 
used  for  the  active  participle.  Assuming  with  to  be  the  right  read- 
ing, he  conjectured  that  a  line  had  been  omitted  after  wind  (1.  98). 
Knight  retained  with;  punctuating  and  explaining  thus:  'AH 
plum'd,  like  estridges  that  with  the  wind  Bated, — like  eagles,'  &c. 
He  says  :  '  The  meaning  appears  to  us  to  be  this  : — the  Prince  and 
his  comrades,  all  furnished,  all  in  arms,  are  plumed  like  estridges 
{falcons,  not  ostriches)  that  with  the  wind  bated — (to  bate  is  to 
swoop  upon  the  quarry,  a  term  of  falconry) — like  eagles  having 
lately  bathed.'  Dr.  Furnivall  conjectures  that  'with'  is  a  verb, 
meaning  beat,  flap.     He  compares  A.S.  widerian,  resist,  oppose. 

64,  IV.  ii.  3.  Sutton  Cophill.  In  Q.  cop — followed  by  a  hyphen — 
ends  the  line.  F.  has  Sutton-cop-hill.  The  Camb.  Edd.  and  Dyce 
print  Sutton  Cofll.     Ph  in  Cophill  should  be  pronounced  i&f. 

87,  V.  iv.  25,  26.     /  thanke  .  .  .  immediatly.     Q$  (1613)  and  the 
succeeding  Qq.  and  Ff.  do  not  contain  these  lines. 
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bread  street  hill,  e.c.,  and 

bungay,  suffolk. 
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